








. ‘To the | Right. Honourable 


CHARLES ‘Lord HALIFAX. 


MT LORD, 
ae =] ba FE. tavourable Recep- 
a Kea tion You was pleas’d 
to give tothe | rantla- 
tion of M. Bore AUS 
LUTRIN has embold.:’.4 me- 
“to put his Whole Works under. 
“ Your Lordfhip’s Protectien. 





Tt was Your Lordfhip’s Patro- 
wage which recommended that 

| Poem to the Puolic, who-are 
i wjuttly poffets d of a Notion, that 
“W rhatever ny f ord Halifax iS not 

) a Offen- 
b | 


DEDICATION. + 
Offended with, may Deferv@their 
Approbation. 

The Bookfellerg, frog: the Suce 
-celsof that Piece, ggok a Refolu- * 
tion to get all the te Wotks of }! 
_, that Celebr ated A pow 

| x ted : which being too great a 
for One Perfon to perform | watt 
in any realfonable Time, they 
procur ‘d feveral Hands’ to Un- 
dertake it. Ce 





As tothe Poetical Volume, Dpg , 
. dume to fay, That tho’ but a Thal | 
aie, is of my own Compo- 
— tere, there is hardly a Line of it 
which «f did not either find con- 4 
-formable to the Author’s Senfe, 
or-which I did not make fo, 
In this prefent\Application to. 
Your Lordfhip, 1 Rave the Una-' 
- Dimpus Concurrence of all that 
sass " are | 








Spe DICATLON. “ 
“are doncern’dinthisWork. Their 

Withes even prevented my Mo-. : 
tion of it; Your Lordfhip being — 

the avow’d ¥atronand Promoter . 

of every rif that relates to Po= | 

 Jite Literatufe and Ufeful Know-~ 
“ledge. tis to this Sollicitude of 
Your ‘Lordthip that we chiefly 
Owe the Publication of Mr. Ry- 

- mer’s FOE DE RA, a Perfor-. 

mance never before attempted in - 
ny Nation, and which’will be no 

Then a Monument of Your Lord- 

fhip’s Glory,than of that.ef Greate 

. Britain. | 
Nor is Your Lordthip’s Care’ 
for the Belles Letters confin’d to 
your Native Country,but extends 
to Foreign ; ‘Parts: The famous 

., Editors of ArIsTOPHANES and Livy, 

» have felt the. Agreeable Effects of 
Y our~ 


| DEDICATION. 

- Your Generofity, and that too in 
fach a Manner, as wou’d hardly 
_ be Credited by thofe who are Ig- 
*norant of Your Lora@fhip’s Noble,_ 
‘Inclination to‘afliftagd encourage 
~All who devote thémfy! to 
Study, for.the Benefito ankind. * 
~ Youwill, MY LORD, find 
in this Tranflation, {ome Pieces of | 
—M. Borzieav which have never * 


-appear’d in any Edition of iby 










» Works, ard which may pofliblw. 
be New to Your Lordihip. ~ 
= Tfubmit the Whole tq Your 
 Lordthip’s Judgment, and am, 
MY LORD, with the pro- 
foundeft Refpect, 
Ea Your [.ordfhips,- 
Moft Odedient, 
bumble Servant, i 


Bia: / * J. OZELE. 
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- Monfr. BOIL EAU's 


General Preface, - 


at To the Laft Edition of his 


, 


WORKS, 


Re at ‘PAR IS, Anno, 170! 
a @ ~ 


S| © tus is in all Probability the : 







lalt Edition of my Works thar 
I fhall Revife, and as there is 





= prefsid with many Infirmities, 
I can have any Jong, Courfe'of Lite to rurt, che 
Public will, hope, allow me to take leave of 
7emin Form, and-to thank ’em for their Good- 

i nefs 


,4 


== 


5 kaeaes=| no likelyhood that at the Age of ® 
aS Kept Threetcore and Three, and de-. 


Li 






iM. Boileal’? General Preface. 0 
nefs in fo often purchafing Pieees fo little 
‘worthy of their Admiration. FE can attribute 
\t to Nothing, but the Care I ever took to 
conform my_felf to their Opidions, and, as 
much as I pkifibly cou’d,go cafch their Tafte 
| inall Thing And this think is what can- . 
not b® too mugh ftudiedby Authorg: For, 
tho’ a Work be approwd @f by a fmall Num- 
ber of Judges, if it is nOt fucefffttd with a 
= certain Agreeablenefs and as¢ertain Sajt pt 
per to prick the General Tafte of Mankind, it 
»~ will never pais for a Good Piece’, and even’ 
thofe Judges themfelves will at length be forc’d 
to own, They were Deceiv’d in giving it their 
Approbation. Now, if any Man asks me; 
What this Agrceablenefs and this Saic is ?' I 
anfwer, Thatitis a Fe we /cay quoy, that may 
be better Conceiv’d than Defcrib’d. But yer 
.in my Opinion, it principally confifts in~tfte 
ring, nothing to the Reader but True Thoughts 
te Juft Expreffiong The Mind of Man is 
7 naturaély full of an infinite Number of confus’d 
_ _ Ideas of Trath, which he oftentimes perceives 
.~ but by Halyes ; and nothing pleafes him more, 
than whem any of thefe Ideas are prefented to 
him ‘well Ifluftrated and Set in a Good Lighr. 
“What is a New, Brillant, Extraordinary 
Thapght ? It is not, as the Igagrant perfuade 
themielves, a Thought p es ‘no Body ever 
had, aor ought to have. ‘But on the contrary, 
a Thought which every Body ought to have 
had, and which fome one bethinks himflf of 
ex- 








.- expreffing the Firft. Wer is not Wit, bur as it, 
fays fomething every Body thought of, ang 
that.in a lively, delicate, and New Manner, 
Let us confider, for Example, the fampus Re- 
ply of Lewis XII. sto fome of fis Minilters, 

~ who advis’d him ccApunith feveral Perfons-that 
inthe, former Reigh (when he was only Duke 
of Orleans,) had mtde’it their BufinefS ro Pre- 
judice him, A King of France, fays he, revenges 
mot the Injuries“done to a Duke of Orleans. 
How comes this Saying to ftrike*us fo fud- 
denly ? Is? it nor plainly, becaufe it prefents 
to our Eyes a Truth which al] the World is 
fenfible of, and which expreffes better than all 

a fineft Difcourfes of Morality ; That a Grear 

vince, after his Acceffion to the Throne, ought no 
longer to att by private Movements, nor to have 
any other View bat the Glory and Genéral Good of 
if Kren Wou’d you on the contrary, fee 
Haw Jejune and Puerilea Falfe Thought ‘is ? 
I cannot produce an E®tmple which fhows it 
better, tham Two Verfes of the Poet Theophile, 
in his Tragedy of Pyramus and Thysbe,; where 
Pyramus's Unhappy Miftrefs, taking up the 
Bloody Dagger with which he had.’kill’d-him- 
felf, fhe thus rails againft it, | 


Ah! voici le poignard qui du fang de fon Mal fire, 


Sveft fouille lachement, Il en rouzit le Traitre. 


Ah! Coward Blade which drank,before his Time 
Its Mafter’s Blood ; aed Blafbes at the Crime. 
; L a2 A 
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All the Ice of the North put together is not in 
my Opinion more Frigid than this Thought. 
Good God, phat Extravagance is this! To 
have it fuppdy’d, That the Redwefs of Pyra- 
_ mas’s Blood with whicht agger was ftain’d, 
- fhou’d* be the Efe of th#Shame the Dagger 
had for killing him? T° fh@ll give an Inftance 
of another Thought which is no lefs Falfe, 
and confequently no lefs Fripid. Ben/ferade is 
.~ the Author of it, in his Tranflation of Ovid's 
Metamorphofis ; where pene Of the De- 
luge fent by the Gods to Chaftife the Info- 
lence of Mankind, he thus expreffes himfe]f; 






Dieu lava bien la tefle 4 fon Image. 
God to fome Purpofe did his Image oe 


€an any Thing, with refpett to fo great 

a Subjeft as the Deluge, be more mean, or 

more fidiculous, than this Coswndrume; the 

Thought whereaf is f much the more Falfe 

n every Refpect, as that the- God (who is 
meant upop chis Occafion) is fupiter, whowWas | 

never reckon'd by the Heathens to have made 
“Man after his own Image: Man, in that Fable, — 
being, as every one knows, the Vorkmanfhip | 


of Prometheas. 
4 
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Since therefore no Thought can be ottiest 
wife Beautifal than as itis Jywe, and fiance the 
infallible Effet of Truth, whehyr is well de- 
liver’d, is to maken ImprefMfiort-6n Mankind, 
it follows, that wljt makes no Imprefhion at 
all upon Mankind ifneaher Beautiful nor True, 
or elfe isill deliver’d: And confequently, any 
Piece that does not Hit the Talte of the Pub- 
lic, is a very Paultry one in it felf.. The Bulk 
of Mankind may indced for fome time take the 
Fale tor the True, and admire worthlefs Things ; 
bur it‘is impoffible for a good Piece to fail of 

mygaling °em in the End; and I challenge 
ofe Authors that are the molt diffatisfied 
with the Public, to give me an Initance of 
any Good Book which the Public continu’d to 





reject ;_ unlefs they put into this Number their - 


own Writings, the Goodnefs whereot none 
bit themifelves are perfuaded of. I muft how- 
ever own, and it cannot be denied, that fome- 
times upon the Appearance of an Excellent 
Piece, Faction and Envy find means to de- 
preciate it, and to make the Succefs of it 
feem doubrfull; but that does not hold long, 
and it “tis with fuch Things as witha Piece 
of Wood, which we prefs down in the Water 
with our Haid; it continues at the Bortom 
fo long as it is under Force, but, when 
the Hand grows weary, it rifes and gains tlre 
_ Afcendant. I cou’d fay a great deal more 
ae or upop 
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vi MM. Béileau’s General Preface. 
pon this Subje€t, enough to filla large Yo- 
Fixe ; but I fancy this is fufficient to reftifie 


co the Public my Gratitude, and the High 
Opinior I ha of their Tafte and Judgment. 






And now a Word or ‘Bwo concerning this 
New Edition. Tis the chrrecteft of any yer 
Publifh’d ; and I have not only revis’d it with 
: agreat deal of Care, bur have given it fome 
new Touches in many Places. For lam none 
of thofe lazy Authors, who think, evhen they 
have once publifh’d their Writings, they are 
no longer oblig’d to make any Amendments. to 
’em; and to excule their Idlenefs, aie 
that by roo much Refining they might Weak 
"em, and deprive ’em of that free eafie Air, 
which, they fay, is one of the greateft Charms 
of Difcourfe; but their Excufe in my Opinion 
is avery bad One. Pieces writ jn hafte, aud) 
as they fay, Currente Calamo, are commonly 
dry, harfh, and forc’d.. A Book pught not to 
feem too much labour’d, but it cannot be too 
much fo; and it is this very Labour which 
oftentimes, in the polifhing, gives it that boaft- 
ed Eafinefs which Charms the Reader. There 
is a great deal of Difference between eafie 
Verigs, and Verfes eafily made, The Wri- 
tings of Virgil, tho’ extremel bour’d, are 
muche more Natural than thofe of Lwcan, 
tyho, it is faid, wrote with a prodigious Ra- 
pidity. “Tis commonly owing to this Pains 
. which 
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which an Author takes in filing and per 
ing his Works, that the Reader has no Paia 
in Perufing them. Voitare, who feems fo ea- 
) fie, employ’d a deal of Study abgut his Works. 
You hardly meet with Any but’ are quick 
at Mean Work, bug there are very tew Good 
Workfnen, even rho’ shey take ‘Time. 





I don’t therefore Repent of having em- 
ploy’d fome Study in reétifying my Writings 
in this New Edition, which 1s, if I may to 
fay, my Favourite one. I have likewife 
pur.my Name to it, which I forbore to 
~Jofto all the reft, thro? a Motive of pure 

? odefty; but Now my Works are in e- 
very Bodies Hands, I conceiv’d that fuch 
a Mode(fty might have fomething ,of Affecta- 
tiga in it, Befides, I was defireus, by put- 
tidg my Name to the Kook, to let the World 
fée precifely® what thofe Works aie which I 
own, and if poffible to put a ftop to,an infi- 
nite Number of Palery Pieces that are fpread 
about under my Namey,gefpedially in the Coun- 
try, and in Foreign Parts, And the better 
to prevent the like Mifchief, I have annex’d to 
this Preface, an exact Catalogue of all my 
Writings: This is what I thought Proper to 
acquaint the iteader with. 





_ It only Remains, that [ fhou’d let fit 
‘know what thofe Additions are which 1 have 
| a 4 made 


al 






~ made. The moft confiderable is. an -Eledenth: 
Sitire, which I very lately, compos’d,.jand. 
~ which will be found after the Tew preceeding. 
 Itis _pacle M. de Valincouy, my IAllu- 
' {trious Compsbion in Hiltovy. I therein treat 
of Trug and Falfe Honour and writ it with 
' the fame Care I'did al] tl2 reft. But can- 
+ not fay whether it be,Good or Bad, becaufe 
as yet i have not communicated it to above Pwo 
or Three Friends; and to them I only reci- 
- ted it very haftily, for fear of the fame Ac- 
cident which befell jome other of my Pieces, 
that is, leait they fhowd be publifh’d before 
I committed ’em to Paper: Several Perigns . 
to whom I have frequently repeated fot ’ 
Pieces, having retain’d ’em by Heart, and gi- 
ven our Copies of ’em. It is the Public 
- therefore that mutt inform me what Thoughts 
J am to entertain concerning this Work, jas 
likewife of feveral other fmall Pkccs of Poe- 
tryy' which will be found in this New Edition, 
dnd are mingled with the Epigrarhs former 
» Printed; they arc*mofg of ’em Trifles which I. 
~ writ in. my-Youth, but I have corrected ’em 
+ a little, to‘«cnder ’em the more tolerable to 
) the Reader. I have likewife added Two New 
Letters; Ooe of which I writ to Monfr. 
) Pevratit, and wherein I joke withd¥m about our 
Poctical Quarrel, which was as foon extin- 
yftiid’ es kindled: The other is a Letter of 
Danks to che Count a’Ericeyra, relating, to- 
i * his 















* 






he was pleas’d to fend me from Lisbon, wi 





“Ty ri 
iawi ; BL Goi “ 
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his Tranflation of my Art of Poetry, whic :) i 


a Letter and fome French Verfes of his com> — 





pofing, in which he Complements, me very 7 


highly, and wherein there is nothing wants — 


ing, but tobe apply’d to a better Subjetts © 


I wowd very gladly dave acquitred my felf 
of the Promi(e 2 eae him 44 ane } 
of publifhing -his Excellent ‘Tranflation at’ 
End of my Poetical Works ; but unfortuna 
ly, a Frignd, to whom I lent it, had ami 








aa 
{- 


laid the Firjt Canto, and I was afhamed to — 


write, back. to Lisbon for another Copy ; 
Ay are the moit Material Additions T have — 


de to this New Edition of my Works: 
But there is, one Thing which will certain- 
ly be very agreeable to the Public, and that 
isy the Prefent I make ’em of the Letter 
which the famous Monfieur Arvau/d writ to 

onfieur Peraudt, in relation to my Tenth 
Satire, and wherein, as I have mentipna’d in 
my Tenth Epiftle he does in fome Sort make 
my Apology. I queftion “not but a great 
many People will accufe me of Prefumption, 
in daring to joyn with my Writings, the 
Work of fo Excellent a Man; and I confefs 
their Accufation is well grounded ; but how 
could I refit! the Temptation I had of fhow- 


ing, to the whole World, (as 1 da in. ef- 
feet by Printing this Letter ) ee the 
‘Great Man, honour’d me with his Efteém, 
‘4 . . and 
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and had the Goodnefs, meas effealiquid putare 





? 
_ wugas ¢ 


To Concluc€*, fince notw,ithftanding fo Au- 
thentic an Apology, and the folid Reafons 
I have *Twenty fimes progpe both in Profe 
and Verfe; fince, 1 fay, tfere are Merf who 
| upon, as Calumny, the Railleries I have 

de upon a great many Modern Authors, 

and who report, That while I attack the 
= Faults of thofe Authors, I have ,not done 
_ Juftice to their good Qualities; I fhall convince 
them of the contrary, by once again repeating 
the very Words 1 us’d upon this OccaYior _ 
anthe Preface to my Two preceding Editi 
ons, They are thefe : "Tis fit the Reader 

- fbow'd be acquainted with one Thing, which is, 

That when { attack’d the Errors of fevexal 

Writers rd our Age, I did not mean iheredy Bs 

deprive them of the Merit and Qtalities whith 

they might have in other Refpects, 1 did not 
_ pretend to deny, bat that Chappelain for Ex- 

ample, tho a very harfb Poet, did once upon a 

Time, God-Knows how, make a*pretty good Ode’; 

Nor did I pretend to deny, bus that there's a 

reat deal of Wit in M. Quinaut’s Works, tho’ 

; fram the Perfeétion of Virgil. ven as to the 

Laster, I fball add, That at the-Time when J 

wrt ‘2 him we were both of us very Toung; 

a Te the Author of a great many Pieces 

which have fince gain’d him « juft Reputation. 

: : 3 fi 
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I do likewife own, That there is [ome Genius in 
the Writings of St~ Amand,*Brebeuf, Scudery, 
and even Cotin, 4nd many others whom I have 
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| 


criticiz’d. Ina Wed; with the fame “Sincerity 
which Ihaveus’d inrallying thetr Faults,I am veady 


to concur with what ever Excellenctes they ma 


have.” This A take to-be doing them Fuftice, and 


— 


to be a plain Proof that st ts not a Spirit of | 


Envy and Detrattton which put me upon Writing 
againjt them. - - 


: | 
Now.if after allthis, lam ftill accus’d of Slan- 
now no Reader who is not liable to the 
fife Charge; Since there is none but fre) 


' fpeaks his Opinion of the Books that are pub- 
lifh’d, and who does not think he has full Pri- 


vilege fo to do, even by the Gonfeffion of 
the Authors themfelves. For in*f{hort, What 
is’ publifhing a Book? Is it mot as it were 
faying to the Public, Try me? Why then fhou’d 


we take ir,ill to be Jryd? ButI have put — 


this whole Argument into Rhyme in my Neath 
Satire, to which [ refer my Cenfors. 
es 
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An Exact 


CATALOGUE 
preTE CES 


Contain’d in the 


TWO VOLUMES 


Of my 


W OR K “Se 








VOL E. ( 
Tbe Lo TRIN, a Mock-Heroic PoEM. 


Cantol. Pag.x 
Canto Ii. 3° 
Canto Ill. 3 29 
Canto IV. e 39 
Camber. - ‘3 
Canto VI. 72 


The 





Th ART r of POBTRY, 


CanrTol. | Pag 84 
Canto ID. . | x5 96 | 
’ Canto II. : ° 106 — 


Cixre iv. : 127 
SATIRES. 


S 





Tire JI. To M. De Moliere. 150 
Sa Tire III. 161 


SA TIRE IV. To M. L’Abbe’ Le*Vayer. 174° 


S a TIRE V. To the Marquis De Dangeau. 185 


SATIRE VI. , 193 
SaTrre VII. . 202 
SaTrre VIII. To M. *#*, Raiser om 

Sorbonne. 209 
SATIRE IX. | 238 
Re, * 252 


Satire XI. To M. De Valincoun, ° - 305 
* aft.” 


‘ VOLa 


E I. 139° 


| 
| 
’ 
j 
| 
| 
of 
; 
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| VOL. IL 
| EPISTLE S. 


» 4 Discourse To the King. Pag. 1 
EeisTve I. To the King. eR . 
Eeistwe Il. To the Abbot Des Roches. 25 

- Eeistce III. To M. Arnauld, Doctor of the 

- Sorbonne. . 29 


.Epistre IV. To the King. ey, 


a Pa 
Erpistte V. To M. De Guilleragt “Sa, 
Secretary of the Cabinet. a : 


\ 


Epistvre VI. To M. De Lamoignon, 


Advocate General, 6x 
EristTrie VII. Jo M. Racine. 75 
EpeistTvre VIII. To the King. 83 


EpisTve IX. Jo the Marguis De Seignelay : 
tat to the Right Honourable the Lord 
Cirantcellor Cowper. gi 


BeisTLe X. To my Book. 107 
BPieTLE AL To my Gard’ner? 117 
EpisttEe_XIl. To the Abbot Renaudot. 

Sora Love of God. 126 


- ODES 
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ODES, EPIGRAMS, and’ other 
MISCELLANIES.. _ 





A Discourse apom ODE. _ - Pag. 147 
ODE on the Taking of Namur. — 153 


ODE «pon a Repors that Cromwell and the 
Englith were going to make War againft France 
in the Tear 1656. 170 


EpiGrams, 4nd other {mall Pieces. 172 « 


tg PROSE. 


A Treatife of the SUBLIME; or, The 
Marvellous in Difcourfe. Tranflated from — 


_ the Greek of Longinus. ‘ iL 

Critical Reflexions on fome Paffages out of 
Longinus. 88 
Remarks of Longinus. "pat 

M. Dacier’s Remarks upon Longinus, 139 

-~ M. Boivin’s Obfervations on Longirfus. - 163 

A Lettertp M. Perrault. 169 
A. Letter of M. Arnauld, Doéfor of the Sorbonne, — 

to M. Perrault. pe ek” 


A Barlefque Decree of the High Court of 
, Parnaflus, in Defence of ARISTOTLE 203 . 










A Difcourfe apon Satie e. 208 
) Letters to the Duke De Vivonne. at4 


3 A Speech io the Gentlemen of the Royal 

Academyr.. 221 

A Lettes to the Count d'Ericeyra. 228 
~ ; , 
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. Some Genuine Pieces y Monfr. Boileau, 


nevir jit Printed in any Edttion of his Works. 


A Dialoyue of th DEAD. ~~ Dl 
A Letter to M. De Maucroix. 257 
M. De Maucroix’s Aafiver to the foregoing 
Letty. ° 263 
e ‘ 
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teens , 


TO THE a 


oe IN a 


Oung Valiant Hero, Thou whofe Senfe Sublime | | 
7 Is not the tardy Fruit of Lingring Time, © - 
Who, Godlike, doft Alone thy Realms furvey, Y 





. # 
{ho 


\ Aad unaffiftedsbear the Sovereign Sway. Ss 
Great Sir! If] have held the Mafes Rein fr. u 
| ; Piha gn? 
And cou’d, to fing of Thee, her Ragereftrain © 


Wf _ Whambly Silent I have been till now : 

~ And have not at thy Altars paid my Vow, r% oat 

_ ‘Tis not that'| my Duty did not know, | 

_ Nor wanted Will to pay the mie I ave 3. ber y 5 

But thy High AGis to celebrate bitar; s as! if 

ty Gert It00 6 Ba De: Fame revere: : 
ol Te ; 











My Soul sranabsiichabpiieic we aig 

_ Dreads the great Theme, and trembles at the’ Losts <5 

} ‘Shedates.not {pread her Wings to {par fo high, 

* Lett, if thy Laurels fhe fhou’d touch, tacy. die, 

; She dares not blindly tempt the dang’rous Height, | 

But by her Genius regulates her Flight. 

More wife in her Refpects, and not fo vain 

Thy Shrine with worthlefs Inceafe to profane: 
Not like the Bards, who ta thofe Heights a%re, 

Yet praife Thee not for Honour, but for Hire. 

For filthy Lucre they thy Laurels wrong, 4 4 
And foil thy Fame with Mercenary Song. . .—. 
Breathlefs and weak, with a Prefumptious Wing, 
They try a Strain they have not Streffgthto fiags / 

_ And whto they wou'd Thy mighty Daeds rehearfe, | 
They tire Thee with their fenfelefs Sounding Verfe. 
_ One, whenhe dreffes out his Sylvan Lays, 

| a pompous Words begins emawith thy Praife; _ x 

* “And there, as oft.as he himfelf defigns,. ee | 


Riel 


Hea Sor’s Praifes witha Hero's joins. ay eae 
ce ie Hhnanec ta ‘Tweating for a Rhimey Sgr pe 5 * 












“A Brine Maen won ede om Ai aa *y 
- The Song iscrown'd, to mate thee with the Sum , 
"Their Talets which they take to be the beftj 
_ Are the Nine Sifters Fable, and their Jeft. | ~ 
‘To them Caliope ne’er deign’d to Ypeak, | ) 

Their Voice, to reach her Heavw’nly Note’s too weak ; i 








Nor e’er wWou’d Pegafus for them extend 
His Wing®, nor, Phebus when iavok’d deftend. 
re et to fee’emimpudently fwell, 
“3 if they only Kept the Sacred Well; = 
To hear them flatter Thee with deathlefs Fame, 
And promife Wonders in the Aéu/es Name ; ; 
 Wowd n’t one think they had Apollé’s Ear? 
, That only They durft at his Shrine appear: 
That only They, were priviledg’d to Sing, rts ta 
) iF hey only, Learn’d enough to praife the King, | ‘ 
—From South to North thy Glory to convey , 
“And from the Rifing 1 to the Setting Day ; ear. | 4 


fe ‘So “aa bert ay wert Flights ae 
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BS ynee all their boafted Merit but for Thee eat: 
The Brightoefs of thy Fame their Faulgs conceals, 






. And when they freeze, thy Fire the Reader feels 5" 

~ But for thy Name? to fet their Writings of; © 
E BS ni Works would quickly be the Public Scoff. 4. » 
| te . Duft and Worms they'd fall a certain Prey, 

‘ [ Be Born, and Die the fame forgotten Day, % 
A fafe Afylum in Thy Name they meet, at, ; 
And find beneath [hy Shadea fure Retreat. ; ae 
Soin the Fieldsa flender Shrub wefee  . by 
| ; _ Baften’d by Fortune to ataller Tree, | A nds 
F i, Without whofe happy Help, to Barth *twon’d Fall,” 
a And. thas the mighty Trunk fupports fhe Small. « » 
y a : _ Nor that my Pen is fo unjuft and rath, 

Their great Defign'to pleafe, the King, to Jafh. 

3 Tho’ few coy’d Rife fo High to reach thy Fame, _ 
Some there have been, whom ’tis'to wrong to bane 
as ‘This sho’ defe@ive, That perhaps excels’ ag gs 
among the Pelletiers have been Corneilles, — eres 
— And when thy Dads have in?d the tuneful T iro g, Fi 
Cpomeelonsipes B isa: yah 








sgpaty Polite) oe erly Doll, Fi eo pees | “ . 
Who thinks, far that he knows to TagaVesfe . fe 
Hein Heroicks can thy Acts rehearfe, . be 
Shou'deack himfelf to flatger'Theain vain. | 
‘ He thus wil] never Give Applaufe, nor Gain. ’ 
None thou’d thy Laurels touch without the Bays, 
None but ad@’srgil an Augustus praife. 





ifevyas the Warlike -{ Monarch, juft the Law, |. 
ules only fhou’d his Picture draw ; 


. And only a Lyfippus darft to trace 





ff of she 24 Book {pe bee 239 
"Ba fecenhen : LP 


Bis Form Majeftic in the Molten Brafs. . 


‘But as for me,whom Phebus newly Warms, 
Who little know of Him and of his Charms ; 
Who from the,Sifters of the facred Hill « e-- 
ome lately wean’d, and want thetr Narfing till, * | | 
Ber: 1 in hardy Labours dare engage Pane " 
pee tender Mate muft be matur’d by Age : 
0-9. Pins * abe 
—_— 


-$'is dn initarion of Hor cman bit il Aug be 









SBS her fe, Before the in a vee 

‘While bythe Wonders of thy qresdtot Sword, ak 

Juttice a again is to the oe reftor’d, | 

While Thou the Wicked doft by Fear Chaftife 

My equal Pen feverely falls on Vices . 

‘ Nor thall my felf with partial Bligdnel fare, 
t * But my own Errors fhall like others fart. 

“Asin the Beauteous Spring the lab’ring Bee- Sah 

His Honey fucks from ev’ry various Trees; 8? 

_ So from the various Follies of the Ties” f ie: 

~My Gall! mike, and form my halted Rhimes. ' be 

~ To ev’ry Quarter as my Fancy rad” | 
-My M oe fe her Flight, a Courfe vacertain, bends. * 

| 2 Her Man ner ubcoutind abhors Conftrdint, 

; “And ev'ry Crime, asit appears fhe’ll Paint. 

; ‘She’ s willing*What the thinks, the World fhou’d know,.- 

by nee lets it fealy on the Peer Blow. Ae <M, 
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Slee! pare libris, 
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| ef of it is, my forward Song, es 
Blurts all 1 things out and cannot hold her Toa 
This Terror inthe Mindsof Men creates, o 
And ev'ry Fool to fee his Pidure hates ; 5 
For all wou'd by a.falfeappoarance Shine, ° = 
And all. {cem Fair without, tho’ Foul within. 
They cannot bear a Cenfor fhou’d reprove 

Their Faulg, andi in his Rage the Mask remove. 
They.siread that he too deep will dart bis Sting; _ 
'« And Sacred | Truth from the Well’s Bottom bring, | ‘4 
| Their Manners cannot ftand the Teftof Light, 
And Truth is for their tender Byes too Bright. —« ) 
None cau, They think, where Satire cSmes be Safer; 
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Aad foul they¢all.on him who dares to Lavgh. P 
"Tis thefe, Yop hear at Parisoitexclaim 6 
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a et 


The Waris dens men Flypecr tess blame ; 
* The City ftrait is ig a mortal Fright, 
ee Author Menaces to write j bs 
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"The deciog Piece is monftrous in their Eyes; 
‘The Laws are broken, and attack’d the oe i 
4 E ake a falfe Zeal is ever the Pretence, "se" © 
oo fee *tis Truth alone which gives Offence : 
Thus with auftere Grimace, they ftriveto hide» ~~ 
; ‘Their Errors, and conceal their inward @ride. 
; - Too well they know they are not Satire Proof;~ 

i _ And when they fcorn the Skies, they dread Tartuffs” 
q Fearlefs of Heav’n with fecret Joy theyerr, © 
x * Defi fe the Qhunderer tho’ they dread Aoliere,. 

4 ‘But why do vthe Paths of Praife decline? . i 
i I cannot flatter, Sir, the Fault: is mine. £2 
I cannotof a Coward make a Afars, 6 

Nor Place a Coxcdmb with the Kindred Stars - 

4 - A Dwart! cannot toan Arias raifey © “te 
aw din a Fav’rite’s Ears with Fulfom Praife. — 

s without Virtue Ican ne’eradore, eee, 
for layjlvonithee Shrines the PoetsStore, + 
wit Se eee a 
bora # ge my Teng fe 


ry 
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Shou’d make me, what I,did not thiok, to fay, fare 

No Hopes of Favour, Fortune or of Fame... 

Thy deathlefs Déeds invite meto proclaim, . 

For if my Hand, did not my/Hearg confefs, ° 

I never wou’d the Laws of Truth tranfgrefs, 

No Reafon, nor no Politic Defign 

Cou’d in thy Favour ec’er extort a Line. . 

But when I fee Thee, with inceflant Care, . : 

- The neceflary Toils.of Empire bear, - es | 

In Thee, when I behold that noble Fire, , 

Which Watching cannot quench, nor Labour Tice: :" 

_ A€which thofe Monarchs blufh, who fate the Pain 
Of Rule, and eave to other Handsthe Rein: | bh: ' 

Who ftand amaz’d thy mighty Works to fee, : 

And Bend at Weights that are fot Felt by Thee. 5 


% When thy Wifdom view, thy juft Designs ; “eu 


"While thy glad Subjeés fleep beneath their Vines 5° 
When Plenty Flows and Glory fpreads her Charms; 
And Taijo’s Pride is humbl'd by thy Arms; t- a 
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pie Rivas: ihe 
“ase a wich owe. Vigo Inte Eagles Wis, ssl 
~ When Fortune by thy Laws to France mits, . 
yaad either 3 Neptune dreads alike our Fleets; 3 
4 a Rite of Winds o& Waves our Navy fligsy 
kb quef of Gold, and meafares both the Skies... 
| ~ Where firft the Sun does in the Orient thine of 
Far as he Forms the Metal in the Mine. , 
e - When in my Mind thefe. Wonders I furvey,.. say 
i I ftart, and do not for Apollo ftay.. AY 3 # 
} My Mole impatient of thy Praifetakes Wing, 
® Prevents me and before | think, }Sing. .... 
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., ‘But Reafon Coming with fuperioar Force, 

— Correass her Rage and interrupts her Courfe, . +» 

% + Howe’er my Zeal may urge ine rahbly on, . . 

- My Strength I find 800 weak, too low my Tone, _ 

a - Defpairing, Lipvoke the Delian God, =» » e 

han with the Toil, and fink beneath he Load: 

lon tagther date l-my fond. Mule expole si 

& vain Work precipitately clofe, 
nace amid she ypc ch leh: HI ae 


° - = 4y, 
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Sol, attain ndy ae 
Swim or wy Lif and whee iad iad ajpiede 


ft, le | 
EPISTLE'L 


Se To the KING 


N vain, Great Sir, keen Satire I difown, ; 
4 | In Vain I vow to Write for Thee alone, ~*~ 
* Soon as the Pen to Paper I apply, 

Phebus, methinks, commands me, Throw,it by _ 


o-¢ it Et ~~ **. : 
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What art thou Mad, he cries, and dost thou know, 
Piefumptious Fool, what thowrt about todo ? ‘ 
Fam’d are for*Wrecks the Seasthou woud’ ft expfore, “A 

ay 


And Storms will drive Thee on the‘fhelfy Shore. 
Not but like others, Ifome Rhimies cop’d find, 
“Which Alewander'to Thy Carr wou'd bind. A 33 
‘With Eafe in founding Verfe thy Deeds repeat, > 
And lay the Subjee& Cafars at thy Peer. . 
Plas sam ae an ifipid Ode, 
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7 ies ome inane — eats 

_ pho eagged Banner {pread, “rhe 
- Bar’ others have as mach before me faid. 

4 Reafoo, if well, T woud the King applaud’ 

; Bivtras bids me quit the common Road, 

~ For with fo many Authors I’ve been free, « 

J ~ Phabus might tremble to be toach’d by Me. 

4 By fome new Work I rather fhou’d excufe ~~ ~~ 

+ Or vindicate thé Licenfe of my Mute ; 

q For if the King’s Immortal Deeds I wrong, 

Unequal ro his Glory my Song : : 

. The'fierce* Cotins with Arms I fhal fupply % 

agai my elf, and run from thofe who iy. 

Ts this 2 mighty Wir, they’ cry, who fel 

a ‘Se foiilly on the once alor'd Pucelle ? 

| This He who calls fo many Authors Fools; = == 4) 

And for good Verfe pretends to fet Jaun Rakes? sae | 

Mohings This, who did against Us Storm, 
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A Croud of A y more 
Bas jo-apaaipeiaabioninedtoaaiieons ae : ‘ 
Have not we led,o’er Afian Plains our Hof, . 5 
And crown'd our Ahaiearels at the Sultan’s Cof ? “a3 
Have ng we triumpl'd in the-Phrygian Field,” | 
And made the Crefcent to the Lillies yield ? 
- Cairo avd Memphis bave not me fubdw'd, 
wind feen Evyphrates flow with Perfian Blood? 
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Have we not fpread thy Famesn farthefpClimes, : 
And feld the lofty Lebanon. for Rhimes? : 
. How durft He onour Praifes fall, when be ‘| 
| © Ufes our Words and Steals as w sme? . — 
_ « Atham’d+ Rebak’d-- What Antwet hall bgiver- | 
Will my rare Verfe, becaufe Llike’em live ® 
Will my Applaufe their Chara@er maintain®? 5. " 


When only | am pleas’d, ’ewill bé in vain i ¢ 

_ Ofthe Town’s want of Judgment to copplain. 

“As proud. as Authors are of ale % Ae 
They hate Syseinanreiatetsie 
Tis a moft mortifying thing to:fall, ~~. 

set eres 


ra, 4 
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| Por Fortune's ‘dense fat “ Salis 












Not write but Criticife on what is writ. sag 
The Rice I to nace me leave and aay we 


But fpite of my Refelves, to write I long, | 
_ Flatter my Fancy with adaring Song, ow 
_ And ’tis not without Pain I hold-my Tongue. 
How ? To my felflin this Humour cry, 
Shall others praife our Monarch and not 1? - 
| ‘Shall Ibis Vertues and great Aits behold, 

2 and Idly hear the Tale by others told, 

ee Or fing rill Pm soo boarfe, or elfe too old? “ 
Af te shaFields of Bralfels and’of Lifle, 

‘ SE dare not follow bik to view his Toil. 2 aie SAE 
Tn this Aisenge Sheu? my Rebelions Malo” me 3 
| oils Se ond nei Rie saat 
enya a po 
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x Genet as calms Seas, as Eaftern Skies ference. — eA 
BE sn Pane ys green ses a 
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Towns let em ke an Bloody Bate gai, 4 
And fpread withMaughter’d Boes the fpacious Plai 
 Unlicens'd tet "em thy dread Steps parfue, * 
And Kill again the Foes thy Armies flew 5. 





Why thou'da Mafe to Warand Blood inclin'd = 


To new Exploits provoke thy-fearlefs Mind? 
Why fhou’d fhe urge Theein the Ghace of Fame, » 
« And fan with needlefs Praife fo fierce a Flame 2. shies 


Let’s thank Thee; forthe Blefling of our Eafe, 


em tafte the charming Sweets, of welcome. Peace.) 
\ # Why all thefe Blephants ? This Train, 


“Thefe Shipsprepar’d to quit the crouded Coat BJ 
» To Pyrrbus faida, Sage, whom oft He heard. . 
| eee lov’d. Yet seriemth mage. : cr | 









re, 








Wei ali ay bdo | 
| “Sours {alow that Italy. may bey Poy ho 
, Bat what will you do next ? Have pan A *. 7% 
| a She'll foon Jurrender, nor will Syracufe — 

; © Free Entrance to my dreadful Fleet refufe. ash 

» “Here do you top, my Lord? 4 aintalc in 
SS Prefers, and thence me will ro Carthage Sail; + a 
| Can Carthage dea! with our @ittorious Pow’rs ? soe 
Or long vefift our Arms when Rome ss MSE es, Ad 

) | bay Woaccan sip us 2, When the, Ways fo fair ? 

| A Afcick will be mine Sisleint aWar. noe 
#4] underftand: you, Sir, When.we haxipaft = +» 
a). “ The Isbian Defert andeAigyptian Wate. 

~ Whea we ve cnilav'd the Arabs in our way, 

| “Ganges and fodus thal your Laws.obey, cael 
Seige untam’d calitadtiaianai we 
TaN eater ammmtigadbee’ & 
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“ what har Sit but you may coo 
-  * Why thou’d. rene the Joy.of Laughing. 
- “What Lets, but you’ may Laugh your Fil! at Home? * 
, “Who, or what dares deny you that Delight? 
- “Stay where you areyand. Leogh from osidisamanensll 
Wife was the Council, fweet to be obey’d, AS oN! 
And Pyrrbushad been Happy had he ftaytds 97" 
‘But Wifdom to Ambition gives Offence, Rwy 
AS much as to Court Bifhops, Refidence: 
..°. Not, that to glorious Labour-I’m a Foe, 
> Or like thofe Kings, who none wou'd undergo, 
“ A Sjothful fleepy Prince, a Royal — VAN 
t At bet, is ufelefs Lumber on the Throne: * oe 9, 
But yet tho. Warriors of their Laurels boxtt, wh § 
a is not always got at wales st gad pie a 
\forin a Hero there’snqneedto Rob >) sa 
5 ee weaker Nations, and lay mesee yf me. 
> a not to.this or that confia'd, 


various, as the’ 
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ee dae sat Bigs 
z oe ai ie yea. wa 

b ie cle pd vidos 
(chaiiiaa cities Strong: beer pee 
soul ae the dying Cie advance, 
ome has ‘her Cefars, and her Bourbons France. is | 
C co rors from Scythia’s horrid Wilds have come, 
Arch Heroes bred,jas well as Roms 4 
ths, Vandals, Gepides, and Hlunns have fpread 
| “Their barbeout Fame, anda the Worl a 
a 3 A thoufind times have conq’ting Holts broke forth,. ‘ 
ine A 1d Heroes delog’d from the Frozen North. Pom. My 
2 a 3 bes ia Ring, who is a King indeedy 


es .” ¢ 


oN Heart's corretted by a cooler Head; « 
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: ow 1 > it i Peace bi pico Empire ‘keeps, © is aoe 


te 
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os in the Bield, nor in his Palaces aes 
"Who founds his'Glory in the public Good, © 
ie ort ly i “4 
os “anypwed onc ‘steeper 
ia great and Godlike Mind: © bi t 


mea re ae 
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Reftor’d Sabir Times in Rome aban ae 
The Rorgans then he Dip Aaem, * wes ae 
Happy as ere to Heav’n Aftrea flew: 9) 
_ Heonly for the Good ofallwasarm’d, |... > a 
And all werg with their'ealy Bondage Charm’d. sph 4 
‘ The Injur’d was to hima Welcome Guett,. ie: 
-_ Néne ever from his Prefence went unbleft. 
Stillto be doing Good was his Delight, .. ~~ 
: And when he Lotta Day, he figh’d at Night : . | 
a Rome mift him foon, and long her Lot? the mourn’d, | 
v "Phe Golden pafé, an Iron Age return’d., a 
| _ - But why foy’d 1 fo far go back, when we # ) ea | 
Ps "Great KING, as great a-Bleffing have despa te: a 
{ * why fhou’d 1 fondly toold Stories fly? ,. ere gel a + 
Our own a bright Example will. fapply.. coca 


mb 
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cee podelevante 
fire the great Explajts thou thou'dtt avew, we a 
1d Thee, , for this Pa praife, if Tknew how. — aay 
sapere basinal ears ni ii 
Will, of thy Deeds-and rapid Courage write, €* 
: Ad fig, tl with the Song the World they fright. 9. 
o Dole they'll follow thy vidorious Hott, nt Ppt 
g : Ant nd paint a ‘Siege amidft the Winter Bolt # emai | 
® “whit — Battels in a fofter Strain, me :, 
a Se se oe Bleffiigs of thy peabetatieesee ail f 

4 oh team the Graces and the ane ee! vs 
anes andthe tpreind Courti. 
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wr. 7 “phe 
How ‘ering * Farmers for Sines ues tl on 
ait Base has been fron hated Merit . ia 
Their anarespiodibiie Pit ie ‘ aay 
. Onr rude Artificers induftrious grown, Rn 4G ie 
“ And all ougSuperfluities our own: = ars % 
No more by Foreign Tributes are we iii, W's wis 
Which from our Lux’ry alien Arts receiy’d. ae 
_ Sometimes Id fing Thy mighty Works in Peace, ‘ a. 
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fr 


| ‘The high Amufements of a Hero’s Hae, tars a 
What Plan of pompous Structare thou *hafb trac’d, a 
“What Templesethou’ft Adorn’d, what Statues rais'd. : 
Amaz’d methinks I fee, divided Seas. ew 





. Unite their Waves beneath the Pyrenees. i Sea 
The coftly Quarrels of the wrangling Bar, at 4 
" More fatal than the bloody Fead of War, iy Ry eral 


’'d by thy Edi@s from the Courts are flown, 
: And mete has HEF 4m re ee: 








bom Papayecitheoh sean 
Ae ata famous Lawyers ufelefs made? 

What Widows in thy Righteous Reiga are griev’d ? 
"what Poor oppreft, what Orphan unreliew’d ? 
Thy Ear to ev'ry juft Complaintisfree, —, 

‘ be And the whole Univerfe is bleft in Thee. 






- What-hhining Virtue, what diftinguifh’d Worth, 
Or in the Torrid Eaf, or Frigid North 2 

- Haft thou not fought, rewarded and enrich’d, 

, And to the Poles thy boundlefs Bounty ftretch’d.’ 
~The Mafes we in full Abundance fee, 

ico their long Want, for ever freed by Thee. | 
_ -™ Great King! Secure their Peace, without their Gong 
= . AHero will not be a Hero long; © | 
For {eon, as Mighty as he was, when Death 

» . Has clos‘d his Eyes, and ftopt his Vital Breath, 
‘ With him will die his Hittory and Name, 

a And who without the Nine’s fecure.of Fame? . 





7 ‘ a | ' ; a y . . In 
aa: ; ~ _ 
ae H Lib cas IX. ¥. m 
_ -_ * Hota de + 25. 2 nen, 
f rom OWixere fortes ante Agamemncna bat 
¢ gaits fed omnes illachrymabiles aye os en 
a ‘S entur, ignotig; longa 3 
lig ote, sarent quia vate facre. < atl oe : h 
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Achiles dvown’d: with Tears delpsicingray.® Tigaie 
eneas had in vain by Storms been toft, i 

To land his Godson the Laviwian Coaft, » 
And fright He/peria with a Trojan Holts. °. 
_ Fam’d as they are, without the Mufes Aid; 
, Their Fame with them; had in their Graves been laid. 
No-— to ghatever A@ions Good or Great! . 3 

Thy Virtue leads Thee, and thou’rt call’d-by Fate, ) 

In ‘vain are thy Efforts, Thy Name like theirs 2 4 
—Wou'd die without the faithful Mufes Cares; 
Apollo only can the Sanction give, 
| 


To him thy Treafure’s open, and ’twill ‘Live. 


Jn famous Poets let our Climes abound, &) a 
And ours, be like th’ Augustean Age, renowmd.: 
This, an Augustus may effect with Eafe, 


And make as many Virgils as he pleafe ; Pat, 
~ What Grouds of Authors with illuftrious Rhymes, i 
: Thy Bounty wou'd proclaim to Future, Times} | ‘a 
Ey'n I, to celebrate thy Bame Atpires ai "4 

And learn to Gog wirat I fo much admire. s 
On my Pens End, | 1 feel my Satire dies. reg 
Bat dare not of my Véries boat the Price . 
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5 gid 3 high Renowa, r 
"3 ts. tae Hi Glory, when it ‘faves its own ; 
mo r whfen in Authors, fyture Readers find 
$ rh ewond ‘rousDeeds which now furprize ead 


4 th hey’ll doubt that Fable with the Truth is join’d.. ~ 





r But if fome Scepticks fhou’d fo far proceed, es 
is doubting to deny the Truths they read, *» | @ 
* The World will to teprove their Malice, ery 


_ As BOILE AV, who has faid, it wont to lie? . ‘ 
- Wou'd he, who'for Sincerity was fam’d, si 

x ae Kayes and Fools of old, fo freely blam’d? * 
‘a gh Wou'd J he have faid what we in Story “View ? ? ods 
‘gy But bot the Poem and the Fat are trte. 
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se: TO THE. 


Aili Des ROCHES. 


F< “10R what fhou’dJ my Sleeping Mule. awake, ys A 
To fall on Authors, who the Rules forfake 2 


) 


When I haye faid the worft that Icanfay,. 4. pee 
Will one of em, d’ye thiak, my Laws obey : 3 


as) ‘ 


Will one fubmit to Reafons juft Decree, . lls = 
+ And hearken to her, when the {peaks by me? . 
A fize Reformer this i does he pretend * : 4 


\ They'll cry, Oug Writings and our Art to mend ? 
Wow'd he new Dottrine on Paruaflus Preach? @ 
Or like another Horace, hope to Teag) ?. 

Our Poems may be bad, but what are bis? . 

Dees he rite better, if we write amifs? 


ft | 
eae: See Se | 
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* Firft furious Limere to the Combat dares eS 
The Safyrift, and arms him for the Wars; a e 






i * Horace Lib. I. Sat IV, Veg: 

x Mee peat me seat oiee aceipe fi vis. 
Accipe ree tabulas,derur nobis focus, hora, 

We ek haan uter p'as feribere polit 
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ee Saw Hee Werhis 
Drick— for us mp hegether —— Here? s a Sheet, if 

i pated. be who fills it firft fhall be the Wit, > 
_ While Iwho know not-with my Pen to fight,. 
i Ee Am fore’d to leave him by himfelf to Write : 
Fo'vent his Rage and heaping Rhyme on Rhyme, 
® unifh the Guiltlefs Paper for my Crime... 
Bat you who fear no Rhymer to defame 
* Your diftant Condué, and infult your Name. 
” What ie you doing in your Abbey, fay, % 
How wear yar folitary Hours away ? é 
E Are you impatient for the Quarter day, , 
"Dott think--- Thou Champion of thy CBurch’s Rights, 
> That Jurice follows, if the Law invites, : 
 Wond’tt Thou thy proud Rebellious Monks chaftife ? 
slieve me, "tis a dang” rous Baterprize. 
| Can Aufanet, tho’ fee’d; fecure the Caufe, PY 

F ‘Convince the Judges and compel the Laws ? | 
Tho’) jaft-thy Suit, ne’er'think it will fucceed, * 
h cen the Law dog ei and Lawyers plead : 


Pa 
a ‘ , 9 
a - r rt r  - wee » Dont 
Bite i>. | . : 


> cae 











Ree’ 


Don’t at thy Com, the Greedy Bench eatichy os ay 
Nor let litigious Hopes thy Mind ep a 
For heavho in a Suit his Weapon draws? ; 

Is often beggard, tho’ he gains his Caufe. 

But who, the Lawyers fay, wou'd lofe his Right? 
The Law has no Refpet for Muck or Might. | 
At Caen they preach this Doétrine, where the Son — 
‘The Father follows, and is foon undone. — agi é 
At Mans the Sire betimes this Leffon reads, a 
The Son’s foon taught, and Son the Sire fucceeds’5 
But thou on this fide of the Oife wert bred, tas 
And wilt not With their Follies fil thy Head; © -¥ 
Nor wilt thon, like fome hot Incumbents, fteezes 
The Clowns, nor fie a Peafant t8r aPieces) 4.» | 


| Hort eer the Law has ta’en its coftly Cpurfe, 


Make bawling A4azier and Corbin hoarfe. 


‘No, No— Bat if thon er thoud’ft long to lee 


A Lafyer, Prithee, firft confulr with me, . 
And iff can’t thefe wicked Thos ghts dif perfe, © 
Read this.old Talps which now I cell” in Verfe. 















sey Oyfter lying on the Ground. 
ike. "tis Mine, the other faid the fame, 
And hot they grew, and Hunger fann’d the Flame. 
10 fhou’d come by, while they debating ftand, 
« ‘But Jatice with the Ballance i 2 Hard. 
_ “To her they both apply’d. She heard the Caule, 
a ‘< Z And found ’em bent to leave it to the Laws. 
a oe She weigh’d the Matter, and to end it well; 
B Open’ the Fifh, and gave to eacha Shell. 
© Thus, having Swallow'd i it at once, fhe cry’d, iy 
© We Fudge the'Caufe, and thus the Goods divides * | 
What ut for Fools wou'd Law and Lawyers do? 
s “Twas a good Oyfter, ng ew Adieu. * 
. 6 : oo ce 











" LG ARNAULD, thov doft eafily perceive. 


Thy Via’ry, or undo what he has done. a 


~-6TO 


' > 


Monfieur ARNAU LD 


Doétor of the SORBONNE. 
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The Fraud of thofe whofe Art is to deceive: 
Thoa thro’ their Sophiftry doft fee, and break 


The Wily Nets they lay to catch the Weak 5 


OF Glaude’s Deceits thou do’ft the Falfhood fhow, 
-But what avails when they their Weakaefs know 2 . 
Confated fill, ipfenfible to Shame, . ; 
In Error harden’d they are ftill the fame. a 

In vain to fuch thou wilt thy Dottyine teach, 

_ Thy Talent is to Reafon, Claude’s to Exrech, 

The Church whea They are willing to embrace, : 
Oe Sermon will thy Work at once deface ; 

‘Neer f fastcy one fo skilful to deceive 

Himfelf, will eer for Thee, his Errors leave.” 
Or tho” he’s by thy Truths conviac’d, wil] owa , 









Sc fe Desi ap is, pee ecd 
pate” Forbear,.what will the People fay, * 
oud"ft tHou theFlock whom thon’ft abus’d, betray: 
il theanly reprefent his bleft Return; - , 

.. OW Charenton will his Defertion mourn, 

Blot out the good Impreffions rhou may make, 

e A nd Confcience Lull, when it begins to. Wake, 

is well'as:he’s difpos’d, perverthis Will, . 4’ 
“And in the Bloom, the Truths that ftrike him kill. 

So proud is Man, that he’s for nothing griev’d 
ea nk as tp confefs he’as been deceiv’d. 

_* The Shame of being Good ‘when he inclines, 
Show’d thare’er be, will balkhis belt Wefigns,  ~ 

Nothing to Virtue is fo great a Foe,' : 

Hed tain embrace the Truth, but knows not how, | 


ame oft dees Honour’ s beauteous Form difguife, - ° 
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"Like Infamy i it paints it toour Byes ; 


7) 


t makes us Heav’ns trenicndous Vengeance brave, | * 


3 l 

And toyeach other does our Minds enflate, Sy! 
-- Ge | Aa. . . ; 
rr a n ' 
Sire, as rh gd 3 
ace Lib. 1. Ep. XVL ra 24. nate es 


ip oa incurata eae malus ulcera celat, 






Do'ft. dunes hear cha Libersedete 

The Righteous Wrath of an offended Sky ? ? 
He raijs againft the God whom he'belieye$ ~~ 
To be, and impioufly Himfelf deceives 5. 
In vain he with convincing Truth contends; s) — 


Wise 


19 
PA 
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He’d owndt, but he fears his laughing Friends: 
A. ‘He dares not ftand their Rail?ry, he’s afraid; 


Of the lew’d Jefts that he himfelf has made. | 2 
His God he'll rather turn to Ridicule, _ 7 
Than give ’em a Pretence to call him Kool : wry 
His Blafphemy is Cowardice, he’d foon Be’ 
Bie auleaySeiel, bat he’s a vile Poltroon. a 


oe 


This is of*allour Ills the Fatal Ground? . al 
’Tis thus we fright our felves, afd thus cent 3 : 
* Of others Judgments foolifhly afraid; , 
We ftill err on; Left they our Change upbraid s 
‘« Each others Whims thus madly we adore, e 
‘ Narfave we o'er our Wills or ni Rock 
Nor in our Selves fo bliad are+we, and weak, : | 
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Our Virtues do we,or our Vices feek, 
- , } , os ; 






















i aaa . 7 ps j Koh 
ere avaed 
nd avow. he je: sg Be 
Why phn Hee our Veins, fhou’d we 
dto hide, what ev’ry Bye can fee? 
The Fir es that fparkle in snndins ciatets sta 
— | ona and betray the Rude Difeafe.., 
i Yc 7 : Pulfe unequal beats, your fainting Frame, _ 
“With Mortal Symptoms {peaks the glowing Flame, 
| 3 Yet ftill you feign, and fatal is your Shame. 
 Whatails you, Sir? Why nothing you replys 
And obftinately {till the Trath deny : 
é Vhile all yous Blood’s on Fire, the dreadful Blaze 
; Spr ds, and will foon the falling Fabric Raze: — 
Th Fever ftronger grows, the Prieft atigads, ene) f 
» And rottad you, fec a Troop of weeping Friends... 
: The Mi(chief let's prevent,the evilDay > 
‘ omes liks, a Thicf, and, Death for none will tay. 
1 feals upon us e’er our Peace.ismade. 4) 
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PS, Vith eee a, when all our Debts remain unpaid, 
| cee, dha MS Whe 


if. «Ep. XLV. 1p ~e" 
, he > cui de tee ae tibi,credas; 





e valentem os 
'b tempus edendi, tia! 
les, donec apr tat tremor incidat ., <.: | 
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When on our Perr scaalinul we ie 
In vain for Pardon of Gut’ Siris wecry. aba 
Let’s.afe the prefent Minute, and embrace. " m | 
* With gratefol Hearts, the prefent Hour of Grace: 
Let’s hafte, for Time, hissRace will fwiftly run, i - 
And thus the Moment that I {poke is flown. \ 
But Shame ftill keeps us Bound, likeSlaves in Chains, — 1 
And o’er -agr Reafon Arbitrary reigns. | a 
-~Tis thou who doft undo us all, who firft 
The Race of Man in Adam’s Ruin curft : 
By thee our Father fell, and fondly proud 
Of a fglf{e Bleffing and miftaken Good 
iat aot his deceitful Confort blame; : ) 
Adtepartedyith his Paradise thro’ Shame : 
All Nature to fhe Demon thus He fold ; 
And only ia his tempted Lapfe was bold. 






al 


Before he damn’d his Offspring for his ¢poufe, 
Faft flow’d his Bleflings, and Surpaft his Vows. 


, Ere with himfelf Pofterity he curft, e | 
Nb Gréature war’d with Hunger, or with Thirft. ‘ 
Vol. Il. guy Nor 











* Perfius Satyr ¥. Ver, 153: | ' 
Vive Memor Iethi, fugit hora: hoc quod loquor, inde eff, ( 





No was the Tiller then at Coft or Pain, 
To cultivate the Soil or fow the Grain. 
The Barth did then her Fruits Spontaneous yicld, 
* And Crops unfown enrich’d the Ripen’d Field. 
"The Ox was never Yok'd, the fruitful Vine - 
Was always full of Grapes, the Vat of Wine. 
” Milk, thro’ the Meads, in white Afeander’s flow, 
And Man was free from Labour then ard Woe: 
From Adam’s Fall we al] our Evils date, 
He loft with Innocence his happy State : 
_ And by his wandring in forbidden Ways, 

His Race, of cruel Woe a Tribute pays.’ 
Man now mutt Till the Field, and om, the, Seed, 
‘And Porchafe with his Sweat, his daily fad, ‘. 
_ The Ox he yoaks, the niggard Earth he Ploughs, 

_ And never reaps the Field but when he fows. 








In Caves and Coverts, venom’d Serpents creep, 
And growling Wolves deftroy the frighted Sheep. 


: _ The 
. » ™ Virg, I. Geor. Ver. 127, 
Ipiaque tellus 

Oinnia liberius, nullo pofeente, ferebat. 

Uile matum virus ferpentibus addidir atris : 

Pradarique lupos juffit, Pontumqbe moveri, 

Epa decuffit foliis, ignemque removicr, a 
Ec pafim rivis currencia vina reprefir, 
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The Hery Deg now a Menke the biafted Shor in bo 
And fterming Boreas on the Mountains roars. e 
The guiltlefs Flocksgre of their Fleeces thorn, a 
And the Sheep’s cloathing by the Shepherd’s wo | 
Naked he leaves the Lamabs,; and robs the Fold, 
To arm himfelf againft the biting Cold. 


os 
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War, Famine, Peftilence, in League are join’d,, 


And Sweat at once the ruin of Mankind. 


“— But of all Plagues, with which the Raceis curft, 


Shame is the moft Injurious, and the worft. 
’Tis in this Neft chat all the Vices breed, 
Hencdall our Frailties, all our Ills prggeed. 
The Mie; Crew, who by Caprice are led, 
ey Want and Starvin g in their Head. 
Honour and Virtue, in their Gain they Place, 
And Poverty’s with them the lat Difgrace. 
The fhame of Want, their flavith Vice* maintai 


ns 


Tho’ bafe their Shame, and infamous their Gains. 


| & Virtue pad Honour dare not now appear, 7 





iety’s too Formal and Severe. ° 


To Wilds the’s fore’d and Cloyfters to retreat - 


But Shame in ewry Huthan Heart you meet. 
-_* 


ca 


None 
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' 36 : <—" R . 
Jone from ewehach: and this Guilt fo clear, 


"But will on fearch be found, to have a fhare: 
‘O Fatal Confequence of our firft Crime ! 


+ 
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» Ey’n I.my felf, who thus againft it Rhyme, 
It’s mighty Pow’r by fad “Experience know, 
*Compelt’d to what I blame fo much, to bow: 
 Confcious of both the Fo}ly and the Harm, 
My felf, in vain, L with weak Virtue“atm: 
| ‘Thus am I always Sliding, and in Doubt, 
I've always in the Slough of Vice a Foot, ¢ 
For one gets in, fo foon as t’others out. 
If happily fome warning Ray of Zeal, : 
Shines on my Soul, and J its influence. fecl 4. : ¢ 
Thro’ Shame, I wou’d the fecret wort Fihiceat” 
Afraid of ev’ry Look I meet, for as, 
~ ‘It Darts within, and fees what’s doing there. 
While I thefe very Verfes write, ! dread, 
“To think, how they, may by the World be read: 
Or while on others Faults I freely play, é 


| as | Fe 
~ > What others in return, of mine may fay. ~~ 








To the KING. 


N win, to praife Theg, is my Mafe prepar’d, 
| She oft has try’d, but finds the Task too hard. 
* That Country for her Hoftile Cities fam’d, 4 
Whofe Hugdred Towns thy rapid Conquefts tam’d, _ 
.—Js not fo foon in Verfe to be fubda’d, | 
Their Sound too barb’rous,and their Names too rude. 
Each Syllable, a tuneful Ear affrights, 
And wh the Mule, a fiercer Combat fights : 
fell to the Texel, we muft Ron, 
. Word that is not out of Tune. 
As oft as we thf ViGories wou'd Rehearfe, ad 
Bach Fort deftroys the Mufic of ‘our Verfe. 
What Numbers dare engage with Woergen’s Walls 2. 
And flat at Heu/den’s Name the Cadence falls. 





Howe’er difpos’d for Rhymes a Mufe may beg ? 
~ r 
— not touch the Banks of Zuiderzee, , ¢ 
Or, Knotzembourgh befiege, or Har dervie, “a 


/ . Cc 3 Nor 
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* Holand, 
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ot Wagning hin or Devan . Teg aay 

| m op’d at the Whal, and gravell'd at thé Leck 
Tho’ in fix Weeks, you Tewnps,by Hundreds take, 
“One’s hard enough to drive a Rhymer back. 

4 _ Still if your Martial Hedt wou'd give us Time, 
We might not be at fuch a lofs for Rhyme. 

| The timid Mufes then might Courage take, 

And boldly ventare for their Monarchs fake. 

a Thus, by meer dint of Study, or of Art, 

Come off with Credit, Sir, and play their Part. 

7 But foonasI attemptthe dangerous Courfe, 
Back flics my [egafus, and doubts his Force. / 
My Phebus is amaz’d, and e’er my Pen , oe 
| ‘Has conguer’d Or/oi, thou'rt at Nimeguer. ‘es 
Bat Rill encourag’d by my Zeal, I fain 

) Wou'd trace thy Congnefts o’er the Belgick Plain: 

© And animateti by this bold Defign, 
Attentpt the happy Paflage of the Rhine - 
i And whether 1 fucceed or not, I cry 





at 


| Thus to my felf, “1 ought at leaft to try. Sim — 


—— 


, “Exert thy Art, my Mofe, the Draught refine, 
“And fuit thy Colours to the vaft Defign : \ 
For 
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a 
ru Foi tho? the Theme i in il to trong. 
“ Tis thought a Fable, do not fink thy Song. 
“ Beware the Subje goes not Flag nor -Tire, | be 
** But warms it with its own, its wondrous Fire: 
** Maitain it’s Dignity, &nd let its Force | 
“ Be well fapported through the daring Courfe ; 
“ Leaft he, who rafhly Tempts the dang’rous height, 
“ Falls With Difgrace from the prefamptious flight. 
™** Confider with thy felf, what Tragic End, 

“* What fhame too oft a pompous Verfe attend; » 
* “ For Words, which in Magnificence abound, 

“ Grow tedious oft, and lofe themfe]%es in Sound. 

Whi proud * Adulle, from his high Saummet views ; 
ANGE Screams, the Rhine his Courfe purfaes 5 ; | | 


>= 







Eafie he flows, and with his fov’ raign Waves: 
Proud of his Streams, the Belgick fhores he laves. 
His Hand upon his Urn reclin’d, he keeps 

His peaceful Way, and o’er his Marmurs fleeps. 
be Adhen wak’d and ftartled by a thoufand Cries, 


Sens from his Reft his wond” "ring Eyes;° 
Cc 4 


* 
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_ & A Mountain as the Source of the Rhine. 
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¥ c Gazes, Grieves, He lifts his Head on high}: 

| And fees aroand his trembling Naiads fly, 

) In haft they to their hamid Ragnar ran, 
They tell their Terrors, and increafe his own. 

. Hé Wears “© a Hero led ‘by Vida’ry comes, 


- 
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—“ And a new Empire o’er his Flood aflumes ; 
a With Troops intrepid he his Streams has paft, 
_ * And laid at once his Ancient Glory waite. 
he Rhinberg and Wefell, in two Days fubdu’d, 5+ 
| Threaten with fudden Chains his Captive Flood. 


The Storm, fays one, “ we faw the Conq’ror brave, 


The brazen Lightning too, and boift’rous Wave. 

** In vain thy {welling Tydes began to rogr, : 

“¢ In vain they thundred from the frightee. shee. 

* He forc’d the various fury of his Foes, 

“ And dauntlefs on thy farther Border rofe. 

“© To Tholut now his dreadful March he bends, 

s* And Viétory his refiftlefs Hoft attends. 

When Winds has ruffled Thee, and furious Tydes | 

“ With foamy Billows lah thy woonded Sideyy += ‘ 
'-“* Thy Rage, compar’d co his, is foft and mild, F 
‘t Like a Man’s fury to ae froward Child. 

; Like 





« Like Fove he ee ie fuch his Amperial Mien)» # 4 
“ Nor e’re was Mortal fo Majeftick feen, ~ | ef | 
* Since on thy Banks the God-like * Roman ftooc | 
| © And infolently pafs’d thy humbled Flood. 
~ The Monarch Rhine, the dreadful Tidings heard, — 
And for himfelf and fabje& Waters fear’d, 
The fires that fparkled im his Homid Byes, 
Confefs’dewt once his Fury and Surprize. 
~£¢ Was’t not enough, that in two Months, the Schelde, 
po“ ‘Shou'd to new Laws with vile Submiffion yield ? 
r ** Mult J, encompafs’d with a bundred Walls, 


“* Fall.as a mean, a namelefs River fajls? 
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* Fir rf pith all my Streams ! he cry’d; no more 
© wagrin pa Current wafh the German Shore! 
“ Or Pll by fome diftinguifh’d Effort iry;~ 
“© Who’s Mafter, or a Mortal fere, or I. 
He fpoke; and ftarting from his Oozy Bed, 
. He fhook the flimy Honours of his Head, 
_ He wip'd his filthy Beard, and fierce he rofe, 







* J vlius Ca#far. 


_& 


His Front, which gap'd with many a dread fulScar, 
Jn vengeful Farrows Rolls, and bids the War. 

_ Rage glowsin ev'ry Glance, he burns to Fight, 

[ Affert his Empire, and de end his Right. 

Strait,” cover’d with a Clqud, to Sking he flies, 

me meditates his Stream with anxious Byes. 

_ He fees his pale Defenders quit the Coaft, 





‘And trembling fiy before the Victor's He&. 


And only wait the Conquerors Word to yield. 
 Confus’d he thus his flying Friends accofts, 

* Are thefe your Battels ? Thefe your BeigscB Boalts ? 
*€ Great Arbiters of Kings! Are thefe Je Ws ? 
* “Where’s He who for his * Country’ Pet pce 


’ “ Where He who wil] for Fame or freedom fighe 


deh en ie 2 


* Stop, flop, you cannot “fcape the Foe by flight. 
“ Behold him now the foamy Tydes he Laves 
"*e at Tholus, and dehes the warring Waves. 


, 
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- # IF oa the farther Shore you dare not ftand, 


“Dhey leave for fencelefs Walls the martial Field, — 


! 
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“t Appear ct leaft, and own your Native bands -* a 
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* There was this Motto rn the Patch Colours. 
Pro Honore & Pa‘rie, 









_ “ But face him, and he'll urge his Way in vain. 


_ & Joad upon your lazy Backs they lie. 
. “Go takt your Scythes, yotr boggy Marfhes mow, 


« An eafie Conquelt you may hope to gain; 9) 
se 
** Hence, hence ye Slaves, and lay your Maskets by, 


” And Milk in flowing Pails the giving Cow. ~ 

'* Go fillthe curdled Fat, and prefs the Cheefe, a 
\ ** And learn'to languifh in a flavifh Peace : | { 
'. “Or ftand’ Defend this one remaining Shore, Le 


~ “Or talk of Freedom and of Fame no more, 


Vv “ Come om, Pl] Lead you, on my Helprely, 
- 







2g Refolve to Conquer on this Bank or Dit. 
Thof ty Words pronounc’d with a rough Warriours 


mers, ° 
Alr, | a | 

Reviv’d their Hopes, and quell’d their late Defpatr. 
Their dying Honour blaz’d again, and now 
To Vanquifh or to Fall, they rahhly Vow. a 


Their Hearts, the poor remains of Courage warm, © 
1 


pam cach agaioft the Foe extends his Arm. 


e now performs what Valour fhou’d have done, ’ 

| pipes" 

Angto the Flood in wild Array cbey run ; 
* 


Where 4 
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~ Where Lewis ftands in Perfon, and Surveys) 

The firm ‘Battalions, as they dauntlefs pais: ' 

‘Serene himfelf, the ftormy War. he guides, 

~. And o’re the Battle like a God prefides. 

And firft brave * Grammont by his Orcer oleaves ° - 
(A Heto in his Looks,) the boiftrous Waves, 

To cut the {welling Tydes his Courfer ftrains, 

) Proud of the Hand which holds the filve, Reins. 

|» Strait Revell follows, with refiftlefs Force, 
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_ And preffes through the Stream his rapid Courfe : 7 

g The Squadron by fo bold a Captain led ' 
s ‘Their hoftile Wings on foamy Furrows fprea@. 
a Now far — the Depths, ’'E/digiere |-,y J, “\ 
| Pafhes, and Ieaves’em, in the liquid Rea Te 





- Vivonne, Nantouillet, Coeflin and Salar, 

_ Thro’ the ftrong Current urge the dreadful War. 

Vendome, whole Race infpires his boiling Blood, : 

Darts with intrepid Fury through the Flood. 

Now Cavois, Beringhen, and Dambre Plough, | 

Their watry Way, La Salle | : 
ir watry yy and WNosent now. were 

F Beneath ) 

\ 
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» * The Court de Guiche. | 
+ The Coun: Ue Saux. 
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- Beneath the noble Weight, the River thakes, | / 
And as the Coaft, the frighted Belgian quakes.» © 


Lewis, whofe Courage, animates their Flame, 
Impatient fees them pat the roaring Stream. 

_ £Complatns, that forc’d byshis exalted Rank- ; 
‘He ftands a tame SpeGator on the’Bank. 
His Legions to fuftain, and clear the Shores, © 


See thirty“Weffcls ply their lab’ring Oars. © 9's 


 Thefe for the Paflage His high Cares provide, 
And fee how foon they cut the raging Tyde. 
A bundred Heroes on the Poop appéar, 
And dare the Belgians with a double War. 


THe Rhezerfurveys "em with a vengeful Bye, AS 


Aittffowt the Mounds the leaden Tempefts fly: 
An Iron fhow’r the floating Squadrons meet, / 
And florms of burning Hail impede their Fleet. — 
( The fulph’rous Cloud the Ce/rick Rage ptovokes, 
While with redoubled Blows the Border fmoaks, 
mathe leaden Death a hundred Heroes feize, 
“+ Zvt onward ftill againft his Rage they prefs 
»  Bepeath the furious Steeds the Billows foam, 
‘nd doubtful are the Waters of their Doom: 
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So 5 loud thedibonmy fo thickithe Toneeha grows, 








_. ‘That Fortune fcarce to chufe her Party knows. 
A while the ftands,; but when the Lewis views 


She is no longer at a lois to chufe: 


> ‘One Glance of his, foon turns her doubtfullécale, 
And where He looks, :fhe let’s the Ballance fall. 


Mars and Bellona, with Grammont appear, 
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And the Rhine trembles with his freezing-Fear. 
His Terrors at the fight increafe, but mo 
When Conde and Enghien approach the Coaft. 
They Land, they Land, the flying Belgians cry, 
And fafter,: as the Rumour f{preads, they fly. 

At Conde’s dreadful Name, their boafted Walls’ ' 
Are ufelefs, and the found their Heafts.afpatis :” 
Their Cities yield, their proud Battalions run, 
And Conqueft is without a Combat won. 

The only Pcodu& of his Princely Bed, 

To War and Via’ry from his Cradle bred, 

His giorious Paths purfucs ; O’erwhelins the Foe; | 


— 
And now the foremoft thinks his Flight too flow itcune™ ‘ 
_ They bafely quit the conquer'd Coaft, and gain, 


(A (wit, but fhameful Race,) the neighb’ring Plain. 
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The God abandon’d, to the Torrent yields; | 
And grieves that hein vain his Sceptre weildst 9 
| To Lewis, when he fees the Combatloft, 
The Vid'ry he refigas, an vanquith’d Coaft. 
’ The Flgod thas hambled ; on the Wings of Fame, 
a The News to Wures in his Entrenchments came. 
|, Wurts, Belgia’s only Hope, Hee Town’s Defence 5 
\, But the Fright foon will drive their Champion thence? 
Warts—— What a Name-— And whata Herohe!)) 
How ill, Great KING, they with the Mole agree! 
| Had not I met that formidable Name, 
‘How far had I purfud thy Deathlefs Fame : 
| What Wonders might my daring Verfe have fung ? 
_ And gow for. Skimg, my founding Lyre had ftrung = 


» 










- Soon had my Somg reduc’d her lofty Tow’rs, 
That rafhly had defy’d thy conqu’ritg Pow’rs ; 
But Wwrts, alafs! my forward Metre ftops, 


| 
: 
{ 
| 


bh) And down my Pen, which dares not ftanc, it drops. 
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| To finith my audacious Flight, ’tis time, ° 
pF or Year I “fhou’d be hamper’d for 2 Rhyme, | ¢ 
And fplit on Arnheim, or on Heoldefheim. 

Ww, hurd Heaven, ia favour to our Celtick ftrains, 

e Great KING, had led thy Arms to Afian Pleins, 











1 Nambers mat about the Subjed& throng ; 
, enoifand Nations we had foon fubdu’d, 


5 “and paft with Mafic many : a Phrygian Blood: 
“se fo Plain i is there fo Barren, none fo Dry, » 
But wou’d fine Words and fruitful Verfe fupply. 

y {weetly wou’d Scamanders Theme employ 

Irie ase, and how the tuneful Wars o& Troy? — 

_ We then might have examin’d in our Lays, 

4 : If thou woud’ft in that Siege have {pent Ten Days) 

7 Which coft the Greeks as many Years complete, 
i “With Hofts united, and Confederate Fleet. 

? “Why, without Reafon, fhou’d my Mufe Defpair; 
What Climate is there in the World fo far,» «. 

* But thy unweary’d Valour may expldre, 

j . And thy Great Ads affift her ftill to Soar ? 

a _ What Caufe has fhe fuch vain Complaints tomake? + 
_Since in two Months thou forty Towns doft take. 

* ~ And “fince Thy Conquefts to fuch Numbers mount, | 
~The Mafe fhall meet Thee at the Asile/pont ; 
~ Antwo Years fpace; fhall o’er all A/a go, 
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Aad plant Her Lawrels, where Thy Lillies prow: | . 
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ORS for a Court, and verft in ev’ry Art, ] 
Which gains the Judgment, and iachants, | 
the Heart, | ' 
Tome, Oh GUILLERAGUVES, thy Skill impart. | 
| Tell me, and I fhall ne’er be in the Wrang, 
Wher ought I, or to Speak, or hold my Tongue. 
Shall in Satis fignalize the Mufe, 
And againft Authors let my Choler !oofe ? 
The Subjeé’s tempting, where thé Field’s fo large, 
. And Crouds of trembling Writers dread the Charge. 
Y Time was, I us’d Parnajfus to alarm, 
Not without Tumult, when my Wit was warme 
. Twas foon, when I was Younger, fet on Fire, 
But now to fomething more I wou’d afpir®: 
And fancying that Difcretion comes with Ages 
Y Thiok I'm iatitled to the Name of Sage 
Vol. Il. d At 
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Monfieur De Guilleragues, 


Secretary of the CABINET. 
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At leaft 
| My Forchead’s fhaded with a lighter"Browii. 
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rm Old 
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et, if not Wifer, grown ; 


_ Mature are my Defires, (the Work of Time,) 
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At Forty, he that does not, is a Fool. 


And what was once a Jett is how a Game. 
My Pleafures too, I guid¢ by Reafon’s Rule ; 


Quiet and Eafe hall be my future Choice, 

No Buftle wou’d I make, no glorious Nojfc. 

Againft me, let a Thoufand Authors write, 

And Whet their venom’d Darts,and Edge their Spite- 

Let all of ’em Infult me, ev’n Pinchene, 

Vil bear with all, and never turn again, { 

Like an old Lyon, blunted are my Claws ; 

Againft me, ev’ry Beaft, his Weapor draws. 

Fierce as I was, I’m Soft and Mild ac laft, 

And with my brigliter Days, my Cares are paft: 

My Choler is no more, nor biting Spleen; 

Nor is my Anger Hot, nor Satire keen. 

Let the dull Rhymers write, What's that tome? 

Rhymes are for Fools, as well as others, free. rs A 

My Faul®fhall for the future, be my Foes, 

He’s happieft, who Himfelf, not Others, Knows. 
| Error 


Error I fiy, and Virtue I adore; 


.Or if the Globe, the Tour Diurnal takes, 


“And yet none feek it in the proper Place. : 
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Vd know my felf, and be deceiv'd no more, 
I'll to this only Study be confin’d, “a 







And with ge vain togabries vex my Mind. 
Let others take the Telgfcope and try, 


To Meafure with their ken, th’ immeafureable Sky. 


If the Sun’s fix’d, or on its Axis turns, 
And if vith real Fires or falfe it burns. 


Or Saturn to our Eyes can make a Parallax. 
Let Rohbault, if he pleafes, crack his Skull, a 
To know, how all can Move, when all pis Full. 
Be Ferrier on the Moilt and Dry employ’d, | 
Of Bodies wamdring in the Boundlefs Void. 
While all my Gare fhall be my Skiff to fave, * | 

From Rock and Shelf, and the dtvouring Wave 5; ; 
To Govern my Defires, by Paffion toft,, . 
Leaft Reafon, in the raging Storm be loft. | 

We'd all of us this fweet Repofe poflefs, , 


Each in himfelf this happy Peace muft find, 
Which he’fl ne’er do, who to himielf is Bliad. 
~ @2 
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In ah? a Fe Man, ‘Fatt of Errors, fhans 

J The Care that follows him wheree’er he runs: 
In Town, ‘tis with him; in the lonely Shade, 

: , His Heart’s fill Sick, and loaded is his Head. 

In vain, he from his Hérfe, relief wou'd find ; 
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Bi car mounts as faft as he, and rides behind. 
“What think you the Great Alexander fought 
© Yn Toil and Tumult, but to fiy from Thought? — 
 Harraft within, and fuil of cank’ring Care, 
sy He fear’d Himfelf, and fought Relief from War. 
a Perfians and Indians, were for this fubdu’d, 
Q - And Afia deiug’d with a purple Flood. 
This bears him to the Seas remoteft Shores, 
a d _ Where Indus flows, and rapid Ganges roars: 
Where the Sun firft his golden Beams difplays, 
7 And burns the Wretch, as he Devotion pays ¢ 
a To his bright Glories, with ungrateful Rays. . 
a. * * We 
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“wz - * Horace, Book JI, Ode x. Ver. 39, 
: CS eee Sed timor & mise = 
. Scandunt eodem, quo dominus; neque 
a Decedit zratitriremi,& , 
. Poft equitem feder atra cura. 
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i ‘ta’ Mon 17 ¥ De Guile wues, 52 
#% We of our own Misfortunes arethe Caufe; 
* * a 


One Error after it another draws. vt 





Far from our Selves were hurry’d, far we foam x id | 
To find the Peace that’s only found at Home. 
Why, the new World do ventrous Fools explore, : 
And rip her fruitfal Womb in fearch of Oar ? 


- Troe Happinefs, we here, as well may know, 


i 
4 





As where the Cedars and the Spices prow, 4 
As well at Paris, as at Mexico. | 
The Mountains of Potofi +, you may tear, 
‘And dig ’em deep, you'll never find it There. 
Content alone we Happinefs can call, .° , 
For Nothing, with Content’s as good as all. ‘_ 
Still ignorant of our Wants, we moft Defire , | bi { 
Of Heav’n, thofe Things which leaft our Wants rel, 
quire. | 
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* Jbid, Lib. 1. Epift. XI. Ver. 29. . 
Navibus atque 

Qinarig perimus, bene vivere. Quod petis hic eff, 
Eft Ulubris, animus fi te noa deficic equus, 





«> Mountains where the Silver Mines are. 
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| “ * Oh! That foie iedly Cold, fome kind Difeafe; 
i My miferly old Father ’n Law wou’d fieze ; 
a Cure ali his Ails at once— And fome Divine 
« « Confefs him, and his Abfolution fign. 
a ‘Won "d I cou’d fee him in his Coffin ftretch’d ; 
® Were too the Sexton call’d, and Bearer fetch’d ; 
o« Were his Houfe hung, and 1 with Mourning clad: 
«£ “ How wond’rous Eafie fhou’d I be, how Glad ! 
. ** | wou’d not cut the Undertaker’s Bill, 
= Nor think, whate’er he charg’d, he us’d me Ill, 
| So faid the { Teller’s Heir, a Month ago, | 
» Whofe Manners then, were like his Fortune, low. 
/ + The Time is come at laft, the Mifer drops: 
: “Of Forty wretched Years the Fruit he crops: 
phe Darling Boy has all, and Wealth at will, 
He rolls in Riches. Is he happier ftill? 
"Proud of the Figure that he makes, he fwells, 

And Tales of his illuftrious Fathers tells. 

| | | Sets 


se pees 
* Por, Sat. Jk Ver. 9. 
oo ~~ — -—— 0 fi 
| © Bbulht pecrui preclarum funus! &, O fi 

© Sab raftro creper argenci mihi feria, ‘dextro 

Hercule! pupillumve utinam, quem proximus hzres 

+» Impello, expungam, 
+ A Teller of the Exchequer. 
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Sets up at once for Qualityand Wit,» 
And has his Pedigtee on Vellum writ. 
Tho’ in a Mill he was Begot and Born, , . ‘o 


And oft the Kerfey-Coat and Canvas-Frock has worm 
A Thoufand Projeéts fill hie working Brain, 
Haughty he’s grown, Impertinent and Vain ; 


 Penfive, Uneafie, Sullen and Perplext, ; 
For nothirg with himfelf and others Vext- ae 
He ’ad better with his Fathersin the Mill, ~s 
Have worn the Canvas and the Kerfey ftill. > 


_ His Hodrs, like them, with {weet Content to pafs, 
To take large Toll, and load his Neighbour’s Af. 
The Vulgar will not fach a Sermon like, 
Whom Pomp and Show with falfe Jdeas ftrike. 7 
They think a Man is happy it he’s Rich, | 
For Gain’s a lewd and univerfal Itch. : o 
O Money! Money! Is the charming Sound, 
Without it, ev'ry Thing’s but barren Ground. 
d 4 " ‘Virtue 
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* Horace, Epift. I Lib. I. Ver, 23- 
O Cives, Cives, querenda pecunia primum cf, 
Vircus poft Nummos : hac Jauus fommus ab lmo 


Perdocet. Pi 
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- Vitae Seale sa peatash Good; 
_ As little valu’d, af ’tis underftood. — 

| yc A Rafea}, who has Money, is ador’d 5 

a’ {Tis Money gains the Caufe, and makes the Lord- 

. pt Say, I’m a Rogue or Rafcal, if you pleaf ; 

3 _ ** You cannot move me with fuch Names as thefe. 
« Say, I have neither Honour, Truth, nor Soul; 

<j . Yet, of rare Qualities, my Coffer’s fuli. 

“A Hundred Thoufand Guineas, right and good, 
““ A Hundred Thowfand Virtues do include. 

' ™ Can Heaven, a Man withrany Talent biefs,' 

_ whith, iamy Money, Ido not poflefs?. 
. Soto himfelf, the Publican may fay ; 

o Sach Reafons with fuch Men will always weigh. 
: ‘Bot as for me; I other Jadgments make, 
And can’t Appearances for Subftance take. 

Learn-" 


% Jbid. Lib. J. Sat. J. Ver, Gt, 


At bona pars horsinum decepta cupidine falfo, 
NII fatis eft, inguits quia tanti quantum habeas fis, 
Ur guidam memoratur Atheniss 

~Sordibus ac dives populi contemnere voces 
Sic folitus ; populus me fibilat,-& mihi plaudo 
Ipfe domi, fmul ac nummos contem plor in area. 
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Learning I prize, and Wit is Wealth with me 

 Pvaloe* PATR UV, ev’n in Poverty ; i 

More than the Man, who has his Country fold, ~~" 9) 

~ And Buys and Builds fo nach with Public Gold. c': 

Not that I'd +, like thedage, to fay, I’m free, | 
Fling, what may be of ufe, into the Sea, 
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‘ Nor to avoid imaginary Care, 
Groan underneath a Weight I well can bear: 


Reafon’s more equal; he who knows her fuch, 


As well may have too little, as too much : 


But this is all 1 wou’d infer from hence, \& 


cae 


“© Virtue’s foon pleas’d, and lives at {mall Expence. | My 
Why with wild Projects fhou’d we fill our Heads ? | | 
Why fhou’d a Man have more than what he needs? 


The Charms of’ Money, ne’er cou’d me Bewitch, 4 


Nor ever was I fond of being Rich. | 4 
Believe me Friend, I’ve pradtis’d whatd preach, 
And taught my felf the Truths that 1 wou’d teach.. 
Wealth in my Childhood never weigh’d with me ; 
such ever were my Thoughts, and e’er will hg. M 
x ; : My 
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* A famous Advocate, and the beft Grammarian in France. 
+ Crates, a Cynick Philofopber. 
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My Si 1efs hreettore e Years applydy 
Ane tebe my Portion, when he died,’ 
_ Afair Example, and a fmall Effate ;. 
; Bot hating Pains, I was Content with that : 
A nobler Bufinefs, my Ambition fir’d, ‘ 
- Gold I negleG&ed, and to Fame afpir’d. 
_ My Father, Brother, Uncle, Regifters, 
My Conufia, Brother-in-Law, with equa Cares, ¢ 
Held the fame Poft, and I the fame with theirs. 
Soon weary of the mufty Rolls, [fied - 
Fe The Courts,and turn’d to brighter Things my Head. 
> ~ Lfought the Nymphs that haunt th” Aonsan Floods, 
_ And early ftray’d in the Pierian Woods. 

_. The Family beheld, with Rage and Stora, 

A Poer, in the dufty Office born. ' 

Tothem, the lawléfs Mufe, with Horrour fnor’d 











~ °*On Scrolls, oer which with fo much Gain they por’d. 









‘ Riches 1 faw muft be acquir’d by Sweat, 

And hated Wealth, which was fo hard to get. 

4 ; “The Mufe and Bufinefs never well agree, 
The one’s as much a Slave as t’other’s Free. 

; ‘Breedom | chofe, my Studies bent to Truth, 

And in her Service, fignaliz'd my Youth. 


Was 
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“Was Trath the way to rife, and con’d the Mufe “a 
A worfe Employ to make her Fortune chufe? i 
Pocts have ftill their Father Homer’s Curfe ; : . 
ff And who by fpeaking Truth e’er fill'd his Purfe? 
"What had I done, that I fifou’d hope to fee, 
| Where all were Blanks, a Prize turn up for me ? 
I But the King’s Bounty, which is unconfin’d, 
To Truth a Friend, to Merit ever Kind, 
Pieas’d with a Plainnefs feldom feen before, 
Enlarg’d with Royal Gifts, my little Store. 
Nor Envy nor Cabal, his Hand withheld, 
The more they griev’d, the more my Tredfure fwell'd. 
My Foes enrag’d, with doleful Cries complain ; 
His Favour was the fame; they rage in vain. — 
No cries cou’d ftop his Courfe ; with Hands profufe, — 
He crown’d my Labours, and enrich'd the Mufe. 


* But twas too much--- My Fortune fat furpaft 
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My Hopes, and all above Enough, was watfte. 
Now Conftant or Inconftant let her be; 


It is not in her Power to Anger me. . 


—_ 
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* Horace, Liv. Ll. Sat. Vi. Versi. & feq, 
Hoc erat in voris, modus agri oon ita magnus 
Hertus ubi & tetto vicinus jugis aquz fons, 
Er paullum fylve fuper his toret. Auétius aque 
Di melius fecere, bese eft, nihil amplius oro. 
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| And for the fttare, if She’s up or down, — 
‘It fhall not bréak my Reft, I'll til! Sleép on: 
; The only Care that now my,Breaft can fting, 
_ Is how! fhall the Hero's @eaifes Sing. 
_ My Thoughts are full of the prefumptuous 1 heme, 

















By Day my Study, and by Night my Dream; 

: _ And always in my Ear fuch Sounds as thefe : 

~Or Sleeping or Awake, difturb my Peace _ 

x & What can’t his boafted Smiles thy Mufe infpire ? 
) “ His Fame and Gifts immortal Verfe require. 
This the fole Trouble | can ever feel, 

_ Arid if it fhould inflame my grateful Zeal 5 
"Win fo great a Work I fhould engage, 
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_ And triumph o’er the jealous Criticks rage 3 
| With Reafon, Tin this, my felf may pleafe, 
| To pay my Duty, and procure my Peace. 
- Pity me, Cuilleragues, if 1 fhould change, 
Leave a known Happinefs to court a ftrange ; 
if filthy Lucre I fhou’d e’cr purfie, 
Or Write, or A&, with an ignoble View ; 
‘from without | feek, what dwells withix, 
1 who to Sweet Content do ev’ry Good confine. 
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EPISTLE Veg 


Monfieur D: Lamoignon, 


Attorney General. 


ES, Yes, Lamoignon, with the Town Vm” 
| tir’d, <4 


And Hate the Follies that I once Admit’d : 
I, to the Shades, my only Refuge, fly,, - 
And thus prefent its Landfcape to your Eye: 
A Village, or #* Hamlet, which you will, 
Built on the Margin of a ranging Hill : x; 
From whence a-far we view the Vales below, 


Where wanton Streams thro’ flowry Meadows flow. — 





The Seine, a Monarch Flood, the Mountains laves, 





And winds around their Foot his filver Waves.e 
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* Call’d Hautile, a jimall Lerdfbip near Roche-Guion, belonging, 
to bis Nephew the Luft rious M+ Wongois. 
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be ‘With various Cu Way beguiles; 

And cuts the Valley into Twenty Ifles. 

Thus, Twenty Rivers out of One are made, 

And Twenty Ways they flow and kifs the {miling 
Glade. : ‘ 

The Willow there dilates in Shady Rows,. 

And there the Filberd Grove unpjanted grows. 


_ 





rrents, he his 


An Amphitheater the Village forms, — 

* Above by rifing Hills fecur’d trom Storms. 

The ufe of Lime and Afortar here’s unknown, 

And Lodgings in the pliant Rock are hewn. 

Fairer the Manfion of the Lord appears, 

‘And it’s proud Head it fomewhat higher rears: 

With Walls environ’d, and the rifing Day 

Brekks on it with his firft and frefaeft Ray. 

The Mountain o’er it on the North depends, 

And from the furious Winds its Tow’rs defends. 

_ There, Dear Lamoignon, in an eafie Miad, 

That Peace, in Cities never found, 1 fiad. 

My lonely Hours, I to my Profit turn, 

Nor wafte the Time, whofe lofs in Town we mourn. 
* There 
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* There folid Pleafare, at an eafie Rate, 
I Purchafe, and am there Content with Fate; » 


I take my Book, and in the Meadows ftray, 
Read as I Walk, and mufing lofe my Way: 
\ So faft the iweet Ideas croyd my Mind, | 
To Books the Field, the Shades to Thought fo kind. 
_ Oft, at the corner of a Wood, I meet 
The Word I wanted, and my Verfe complete. 
Sometimes with Walking weary, and my Book, 
I témpe the Fifh with a deceitful Hook. 
Sometimes, when I the Leaden Death prepare, 
With the wing’d Nation of the Air, | war: 
When, Home I come, a pleafant Meal T meat ; 
Where all, witgout Magnificence, is neat, ¢ 
Kind tothe Heabth, andtothe PalatSweet. @ ~~ | 
We want not a Brouffain the Feak to guide, 
The plenteous Table’s by the Farm fupply’d ; 


» No + Bergerat we need for Poignant Sauce; 


A fharpen’d Appetite fupplies his Place. 









* Horace bas fome Thompbts Mike thefe in the Vth Satire of bis ad 
fc, fom: Thomght fe of 


+ A famouz Cook, 
. 





' 4 Oh, bleft Abode ! Oh, Dear delicions s Shade: 
Had | for you, and you for me, been made ; 
How gladly wou’d | fix my wandring Courfe 
With you ; how willing bear the World’s Divorce ! 
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' ‘And only bleft in yours, her Charms forget, 


~ Renounce her Pleafures, and to yours retreat. 


When with Regret, 1 leave your lovely Vales, 
To Paris driv’n, I’m fcarce within the Walls, 
But Care, 1 in my Way, and Trouble meet. 
Impertinently ftop’d in ev’ry Street. 

Some teazirg Coufin, on his Kindred bold, 
Comes up, and I muft heaghis Story told; 
And dirty as | am, with Boots and Spurs, 
Addrefs the Judges in their Reverend Furrs, 
* From Westminster to Wapping, I muft run, 
To do his By:finefs, tho’ 1 lofe my own. 
From him and other fuch, if I get loofe, 
They‘ din mein the Ears with dreadful News. 


* Com- 
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* The Original requires fuch Turn 
















reales dint: ‘Thatall? Then Tam fey 
What faid he pray ? He burt into a ‘Langh . 
. « But the whole Town’s at your laft Piece catag’d 
“ And PRADON has to Antwer it engag’d. ei J 
“¢ Tread the Preface at a Hatter’s Stall, € 3 | 
“ Aud faith, if I'm a judge, “cis fall of Gall. 
& ‘Home, tho’ you Hit, yet Home may others trikes 
“© The Court, a Word which you have asd, diflike. 
“ Hot was it rumour’d yefterday, your Throat. 
“© Was, as perha ps they wou'd have had’ ig Cut. | 
“A Libel o'er the Town for yours has run; jf net 
‘Bor yours another at the Court has gone. _ © 
'‘ For mine? 1 heard it, Sir, from more than One. 
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“ ‘The Palais Royal fay, as others do, 
“< And father it, as’ Pm inform’d, on yob. * . 
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* Horace, Lib. 2. Sates, Ver. 32. 

Si mala condiderit a quis catmigs, fuse; © 
udiciumque, Efto, aps sates ‘fed boas fi quis, © 

Jodice, coadiderie, tudacur fare fi quis : 

»pprobriis ignum latrave: aa iu ; T iple, 
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To ane Fools I face viet Sseaa Pr09,2° 
_ Condemn’d to fuffer what they’re pleas’d to fay. — 
Toots a poor Help againft fuch furious Foes, 
And I muft'bear the Burthens they impofe. - 
ag Country Coxcomb writes a lewd Lampoon; 
= And prefently I pafs for the Buffoon. : 

J To give his Verfe a ran, they cry, *tis mine, 
And Country Fools with thefe Their Verdi& joia. 

“Again i it, 1 in vaio, produce my Proof, oI 
\ “Nor Court, nor Town, toclear me, are enough: 

is No, lo, fays One, too well I know your Style, | 

4 gach Verfe as thofe mult coft you Time and Toil?. 
pon my Honour, Sir, °Tis none of snine. me 8 
P. “ Not yours ; Pray Pardon me ; We, Nota Limes : 
Be Dye think that I fuch horrid. Stuff coud write? 
3 « At once you fhow your Modefty and Wit; a 
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8B thus defpifing what you do, youPraife, )_ 
z _ © And when you wou'd debafe it’s Value, raife. 
hes Teaz'd, vex’d, inept: aod. troubled fll My bat 
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They. sescuia Linke oy Pen in Hand, ) 


Apole’s bound to come it amy, Command, _ 
‘The King, they tell me,,Like a Tempelt falls, 
And Levels with his Bolts the Belgick Walls. 
. In Triamph now he. enters Valencienne ol 

And _Camir ayy whic to France, a Block has been 5 jo 
Which has fo oft her dauntlefs Holts defy’, al ‘a 
Low fees her ruia’d Mounds, and humbled Pride. a 
: Before. St. Omer, by Naffaw’ s Defeat, wet: 





* The Gonq’ror Philip makes his Fa ine compleat. 
“ Heav’ ‘4 knows how cafie tis with you to write, ea 
“To Paint the Terrours of the glorious Sag ye f 
“To crowmour® Heroes with Immortal Bays, “ re - 
Cries a fond Friend, to. tempt my lazy Lays. 4 
He thinks we Verfe as eafily can make, a 
As Lewis Towns with conq’ring Armies take: 
And j ja. thefe Martial Times, when HeGors fuses. e 

The ia rath “aay Heroes Arm. wie = | 
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; To his vain Complements make no Reply. 

[ » But juttly with my want “of Strength perplei'd, 

x e's at the Happinefs of France am vex’d. 

How bleft the Man, whofe eafie Life i is fpent, © 

» Ina loneCottage, with himfelf Content? 

Who lives retir’d, agd to the World unknown, 

At others Follies laughs, and.mends his own? . 

- Whole Reft was never for that Nothing broke “ 

- The World'calls Fame, and is at beft but Smoke. - 
Who, to himfelf’s Accountable alone we 
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For jis fweet Leifure, and whofe Time s his own. | 
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Who to-his Freedom, al} his Joy cones: 

And forms no troublefome, no vain Defigns. 

Whom neither Inj’ ries nor Affronts difturb, veg 
Nor the vile Rout, whom Rule cou’d never Carb? 
Their Flatt’ry hates, their Praifes does sil, 

. Conteinns ‘their Favour, and their: Rage defies. 
“While we, who Poems make and Books, out bear 
"The Cape for 4 Vogue anempty As 

5 “ai | : With 
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A fond Chimera fills oun working sis eee a 

. Were Slaves to Fame, rep dare not break our 
Chitin. , a 

We dread the Reader’s Frown, and court hisSmile, 

‘And if we gain Applaufe, forget our Toil. } 

The Name we've got, we’re ftill afraid to lofe, 

And with falfe Views our flatt’ring Hopes abufe. 

- ‘The World inrich’d by our exhaufted Store, 

Expects; do what we can, we fhou’d do more. 

) Men, when our Wit is at the higheft, think, . 

We're not to be agi n, if e’er we fink. 

We always muft preferve qur Youthful ftraio, , 


And as our Years increafe, grow Young again. 

- Yet ev’ry Thing diminifhes by Time, 

; And that which is our Fate, is made our Crime. 

Ev’n I, who in my Brow no Furrows find, ¢ 
Py ‘e 
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“And ‘am not'to the Verge of Life declin’d, 
“Yet feel the want of Vigour in my Mind. 
: Me Pinions flatter with a weaker Wing, - 
And lately with ‘ fainter*Voice sing. . 
eA, > a 3 * The i 
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q "My Mute, , who ia in, thofe walks Aclghts ebiort 





7 < nihil expofirum ‘foleat deducere, nec qui © 
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Ce ee <i eee momenta Leonis, . 
ite (Cuin emel acczpit folem faribundus acucum ? Sr” 
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dice, and feed my Fire. 
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" ee d loves the Mazes of the lonely Store, 


 ‘Searce fteady on on the ftony Street can move. : ! 
She trips, he ftonibles, from the Noifé fhe flies 
\ To peaceful Paths, and to ferengr Skies: 





+ Pe. to the Woods when I do thus retreat, 


- Apollo will vouchfafe me there to meet. ay 
bigest not-why, lam fo Savage grown, a 

Or why, when Thou art there, I leave the Towa” 
4+ And when the Lyow mounts the fcorching Skyy: 





From.thee, 1 to the diftant Village fly. . 
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mmani feriat carmen triviale moceta, any 
wac qualem tiequeo monftrare &' fentio tan’ : 
| Anxietate caréns animus facit; ompis acerbi 50 - ex: : 
So Teipations, cupidus Sy! var, iar i ome . 4 
_ Foaribus Aonidum, - "As 3 =) 
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| Why erated Pari 


When there Ligh at Ie : 
Thou fhoud’tt not wonder ¢ Hllet 1 1 gai the Town, a a 
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Nor judge my Tafte, Toinsignaae by thy own. 

Thou whofe High Blood,whofe Eloquence and Worth, “| 
Whofe Rank, to ferve thy Country, call the forth. 

' Thee, Juftice to this butie City draws, | ; 
To hold her Ballance and maintain the Laws. a 
Thee it becomes to bear the Public Weight. —~ 
So much thou ow’ft thy Sov’reign and the State: “ye 
If thou fhoud’ft go, the fuff'ring Orphan’s cries, x 4 
In vain perhaps won’d rend the patient Skies. ay 

Tr Oppreffor, an audacious Front, wou’d fhow, 
And high wou’d Wrong erect her Brazen Brow. 
Themis her felf,*wou’d want thy Eyesto fee, 
(And fare fhe ne’er faw clearer than by Thee.), . 

+ What fhou’d 1 do at Paris? What ia me, . 
‘With a Town-life and Hurry wou’d agree ? 
_ Am [ éut out for, Toil, and endlefs Care ? 
_ What Bufinefs has a afelefs Reveur there ? 
Giye. me the Shades, the Forrefts and the Fitlds,, 
And the fof Sweets which Rural Quiet yields. 3 
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Nee ote wll 2 
a ve me, Si Rihe: teagan ede’ t 
J} yew “i ie enjoy my ale cat 
mona’s plentedus Bleflings crop, \ 
ds sgh Automns ripea’d Burthen drop: ~~ 
rr C chs with -full Cluiters crowns the Year, 7 
\ giaddens with the Load the Vintager.: 
* iy y 'Friead then of the Ciry lefs afraid, 
> will meet thee there, and chan ge a while the Shade. 
> Wirt thee, | I'll thence to Baville fly, and there 
_ With thee, thy Blefliogs and thy Pleafures. fhare.: 
“Thee Themis only there to reft permits, 






Bh Sieg the Town, till thowreturn’ft, fhe quits. 

‘4 There fhait thou find me ready to Embrace - 

3 | Thy Rural Sports, and forwardurgethe Chace. 
JA Nivice at a Horfe, Pl loofe the Rein, 
And Spur the foariing Beaft, and {cour the Plain.” 
Ride as thoy wilt, Til not ‘be far behind, 


> ae fuit to ev'ry Sport my willing Mind. 


“Walk i in the Groves, and on the flowry Green, 
i Or wander on the —— of Polycrene *, 
oo , pi , 


yer) 4. - 


: _- We'l) fometimes .view around the. gaudy Scene, é 3 
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acie | Vier Seana, a ‘ 
* We'll ob itive iactebieas ce 
Thy Studies thall be then oar afeful Theme. 4 ; 
“And what we fhou’d Defpife, and what Efteem ; 
Of falfe and real Goods, We there will Talk, | 
And thus improve aur Morn and Evening Walk. 
- We'll Science feek, when we from Town retire ; 33 
The Way which to fair Glory leads, inquire. 
And if, when he perceives he’s apt to Err, . 


aes 


A Man of Honour, with himfelf fhou’d bear. ~ ii ) 


To Fame fubftantial, we'll the Paths explore ; -, 
Whether vaft Knowledge or found Virtues Lore, — € % 
Condua us fareft ro the diftant Shore. ©» a 
Thus to engag® me to thy felf, thou know'ft, 

_ Proud of fo wift a Friend, fo great 4 Hott. * @ . 
How eafie in our Solitude, how Blt? 
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If no Jmpertinents diftarb our Reft. . "I ‘ 

| Bat > 4 
_)™* Horace, fpeaking of bis, Country Diverfions, Libs. Me SaneV he 
& Ver. 72. - 


————_-——quod magis ad nos 
Pertinec & nefcire malum eft, agitamus: utrumne 
buts Divitiis hominesy an: nt virrute beat: ; 
_ Quidve ad amicitias, ufus*redtumne tranat aos; 
Ec que a natuta beni, eaebont quid ejus.. 
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: ie Jevireum for Three of Four, we lok eight, 
ee egy hi ith oval and Delight 5 


; a shiny i! who to fome Cave can fy, 
‘And fafe within its fecret Covert lie: 
rtd Devil bake the ee is the ory. 
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H! ‘With what Art, RACINE, dof thon : 

.  Infpire Ky Bs | 

The lab’ring AGor with thy Heav’aly Fire ? ‘ ig 
How is the Player by thy Paflions warm "4, | 

And how the Audience with his Action charm’d > 

Thy Spirit animmtes the moving Scene, Oe ae 


For the beft Ador’s but a good Machine. . 3 
. At Aulis, when fair Iphigenia bled, ; om 


Not half fo many Tears the Grecians thed,; il ‘ 
“As when x Chanmele, with her Name difguis’d, bi, f P 
Was in thy IPHIGENIA Sacrific'd: ; | a Z | 


~~ Ps 4 
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five 
fer = is Great, when you the Road Forti. 

a aes Patties will apaintt you rife, S 

ig “And Rivals view you with malignant Byes. 3 
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Such Mifchief ever too much Light attends, . 
rN “Nor free from Envy will you find your Friends. 
) Death only can confummate Worth defend, Bh 
| _ From Wrong and Eavy, which with Life will end. * 
 APoet dead, good Senfe his Writligs weighs, a x 
“And fets the lawful Pricé’tpon his Plays. = 
Bre MOLTE RE lay i in charitable Duff, Pe a ee 


How few were to his Mufe and Merit Rasp ? | * 


a ——_S 


ae Strokes that are fo much commended now. — 


3 _ As foon asa new Piece of his was play’d, a 


_ "New Fools were anger, and new Criticks made. 


’ ) Iga rance < 


Be o,/ Hlorieey Lites « Epifts 1. fpedking of 
"Comper invidiam feprens finédomari. — 
‘enim fulgore fuo qui pregravat artes 

fra fe politas - cilia amabjrur idem. 















“‘Defamn’d hig: Wit and bis t Me a 
Mott Fault was ‘found, where molt his Genins ho. ney ; 
So wile, fo juft, was our indeed Town. A A 
_ This Lord, wou'd have the cene be more exad, " 
And that, is tird' before the Second AQ ap 
. ‘The Redfom is, he! feats the Pidure’s knoway 
And takes Offence, becanfe fo lik@hisown, - 
Another vindicates the Bigot’s Cats 3 ae 
And fain apainft the Bard wou'd arm the Laws 
The Court’ he Sacrifices to the Pit, 

The Marquis taves, and damns his faucy Wits & 
But when the Sifters cut the fatal Thread, 4 
And rank’ hit With the Number of che Deady a 
Than ftrait his Condu@ and his Wit were beft,” ¥ 
And now they firmly ftand the Critick’s Tefh © »~ a , 
- With him was Comedy, they cry’d, inters’d, i 
And fcarce the Ancients are tohim preferr’d; 
His Death was to the Buskin fach a blow, ’ 
| ey has ne’re recovered, fince’it fell folow. Med 
Such was with us the Comic Mates rh 
ve: is the ig cs Starewee 
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“Whe amr his u be tide 
And gild the Celtick Stage with Beame a bright» . 
Who in thy Art fo mpny doft excell, “er 
Bc. i _And-comfort Paris for decay’d CORNEILLE. 
“i Fools fhou’d with thy Merit be too free, = = 
_ _ And Envy: fix her pois’aous Teeth on thee ; 
: Think it not ftrange, if Slander fhould prevail, . 
, ‘Heav’n fuffers that to. Bite, and this to Rail. ‘j 6 
And asin all Things, fo in this is Wife, . y (lies. 
*  Kanaws where our Strength, and where our een? 
a Merit grows Lazy in Repofe, and Sleeps, ree 
_ But Bovy fill awake aGenius keeps... .. We 
_ It haps the Mufes Wings, and in ker flight, 
" -Helpssher to Soar to the fublimeftHeight, 5 
is The more to Ruin her when Malice ftrives, 
aS The more fhe quickens in her Growth, and thrives, 
ee if the CAD ne’er had perfecuted been, 3 
q yp INNA had never grac’d the Gallic Scene. Be, 
‘% “Se perhaps, had PHYRRAVS been portly 
| ADURRETUS thou hadft not fo fon produc'd. 
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fue: 


‘Bvad, whofe Merit fo mmoch lef than hine;. ye z 
Can on pale Buvy took, and not Repive: 
Bree, as I found my Humour, and my Mind, 
Not form’d by Nature of the pliant Kind, 
' | ftock’d my felf with afefpl Foes betimes, 
| And whetted on their harden’d Spite my. Rhymes. 
|. More to their Hate (i grant) 1 owe than-all 
That France a Talent has been pleas’d to call. e 
Againft me whea they rofe, their yenom’d Spite, ~ . 










Serv’d when I Trod, to keep my Steps upright; ~ 
‘With Caution, ev'ry Line I ventur’d, came, * an 
As ready to Correét, as they to Blame. F | 
Beware, I to my felf, won’d oftencry, =) 9 | 
The Band obfesves. thee. with a dang’rous i eee 


By their Advice, my Verfes I review'd, - # “ f 
And mended them, if their Reinecke were dite 













Charg’d with an Error, no.Reply I make, : 
But Anfwer by correcting the Miftake. sf i 
When Criminal to render me they ftrove, he 





My Vengeance was. in Virtue to improve. 
* 
are. ” felf ¥ any Example guide, 





2 Turn to thy Good, cheit i-intended Gall; 
a Laugh at their Noife, like Wind away it flies, 
"And" both their Folly and their Spite defpife. 
a Let sem expole their Impotence, and Rail,, 
ba Can Ignorance againft thy Verfe prevail ? 

, <The French Parnaffus, honour’d by thy Vein, 
bf Thy Glory will againft their Plots maintain. ~ 





For Thee the’ll jut Pofterity engage, 
"And quickly filence their ungrateful Rage: 
 -WhenPHe£DRA’s cruel Fate,their Heartsthall melt, 
_.. And they orce feel the Pity we have felt: 

_ Falfe but Relu@tant when they view the Fair, 
Her hated Inceft, and her full Defpaié: 

i They with jaft Wonder the great Work will fee, 

: : And blefs the happy Age fo bleft in thee. 

An Age thatdoes in glorious Acs abound, 

‘ Yet moft for thy illuftrious Toils renown’d. ry: 


What if fuch Criticks fhar], they do no harni, | 
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3 Be Works » will tefs’ ee when lefs 9 8 charm + : 
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Pd re ‘ wd | 
: wht if our J Writings See nage 


Or duller Corras how'd their Worth confefs. 
Can fuch as they our real Value raife ? 





. Or our Fame live the longe for their Praife ? 

. What, if*the foolith Author of Senbie 

Approv’d ’em, wou’d it to their Honour be? 

“If Amiot’s dry Tranflator’s vain Applaufe 

Gave Judgment for them, Wou’d it gain the Caufe? 
Wou’d it increafe our Merit and our Fame? | 
Or is it in their Pow’r to fave or damn? 

No, no, a Name fo purchas'd cannot laft ;; 

But if they’re to the Court and Country’s raifte . 

Why fhou’d we deiga a ufelefs Praife to take. 3 

Or Judges own, ‘who can no Jadgment make. 

If we the greateft King on Earth can pleafe, 

And entertain him in his Hoars of Eafe. 

“If Conde, at Chantilh’s charming Grove, * 

| Suffers my Satires, and thy Scenes approve. 
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* Horace, Lib. Is Sate Xe > 7%. a 
- © Men moveat cimex Pantilius ? 

Plotius & Varius, Mcceuas, Virgiliufque, 
Walgius, & probet hec Odavius optimus, arque 
Fufcus; & hac utinam Vilcorum lauder uterque, 
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il ay Se 5 Pi, 
a pecs Marfa and. Pempone 5, 
And if | a ‘Thoufand more, whom Tce d Name, 
Applaud our Veries, et Applaufe is Fame. 

Oh! That Afontarxéer,(which the Work woa'd crown) 
44 Wou'd to their Approbation, add his own ! 
ie Tis to fuch Readers | my Works prefent, 
| Proud of their Praife, and with their Votes content. — 
: : Bat for the common Criticks ; for the Croud, 

The Merit of whofe Voice is, that they’re Loud : 
Who cry up ev ry dull infipid Piece, } 
~ Whom Ppppet-Shows and Dancing-Dogs can pleafe, 
a With Cadence fince they’re neither toach’d,nor Wit, 
4 Leave thou to Pradon fach a fenfeiefs Pit. 
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EPISTLE VIE 


- To the KING. 


Hafe, SIR, to Conquer, or I ceafeto write; — 
You know my forward Mufe was born to Bite: - 
But tho? her Style confefles it, the fain 
Wou’'d rife to Sing the Wonders of Thy Reign. 
Her Talent the difowiis ; fhe’s all for Praife, 
And to Thy Glory now her Voice engi. raife. 
Compell’d by Zgal, fhe quits her common Road, 
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And meafures Syllables to form an Ode. . | 
Or elfe, the daring, like the Alawtuan Swan, fs 
_ Of a new e4neid forms th’ audacious Plan. \ 
Thus {weetly flatter’d, I new Paths explore, ; b 
But Flag, when I attempt aloft to Soar. : 


Thefe Flights, fo little with her Style agree; * 

Her they Difhonour, and not Honour Thee. 3 

- Nor Force; arein my Vertes found, nor Grace, 

= ag all They feem in ‘an improper Place. | 
LSet gh ed § , Sottes 
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Your Valoar oe bent 1 
¥ On Conquelt, to repofe. “twill never fente 
gi If you'd a Year for Breathink simé: alike. ! 
My Mufe might not, fucgeed fo Ill as AO. 
Perhaps, fhe might récover hér loft Time,{* \. 
i _ And reach, as well as others, the Sublime. 







_ ©The French Parnaffus, not exempt from Crimes, 
| Provokes her with new Subjeéts and new Rhymes. 
Your Triumphs interrupt her in her Courfe, 

| And on her Genius put a_ Pleafing Force. / 


/ ._ . Scarce were our Harps for conquer’dLimbourgh ftrung, 


Before Bouchain and Conde muft be fang. 
Nothing can'quench your Thirft of high Renown, 


t From Fame to Fame you run, from Town to Town, 


a Dazle and Embarrafs me at home, _. 
Be » The nearer they're. beheld, they ftrike bes more} 
= “When Abfent we adinife; what Prefent we adore. 


Performing in one Day, what in a Year, 


We fcarce can tell, or in our Tale come near. 


' ___ If ever you are tir’d with forcing Walls, 


And Cares of Rule recal you to, Ver/ailles. 
\ You witha thonfand other, Virtucs come, 
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In that feet Dwelling, fail of ‘noble © Chem, “54 


The Hero fhines as glorious as in Arms. ey cis ; 
' Thou bear’ft alone the'Crowns increafing weight, — ops t! 
And art the only Atlas of the State. ae 
; Arts thoy haft cherifh’d, ahd with Hands profufe, A 
Rewarded and Inrich’d the Critic Mufe. 
. Thou ev’n to Satire doft thy Grace extend ; 
What Monarch was to Trath fo mach a Friend ? 
Ah! ’Tis too much ; Too far your Bounty goes ; 
Satyric Poets may to Fools be Foes: 
But apt by Nature to be Malecontent, 
They can’t, however favour’d, hide theireBent. 
Our Mufe will oft be Lazy, Flag and Fall, 
And Choler waifts to bear her up, and Gall. 
Thanks handfomely to Pay, we ftrive in Vaia ; : 
But, SIR, moft Elegantly can Complain. 
Oh! Had I liv’d, in thofe finifter Reigns, 
When Kings, defpifing thy Fatigues and Pains, 
To Minifters refign’d the Sovereign Sway,’ o 
Making them Mafters who were born t’Obey, 
Who never fteer’d the Helm, and only leat 
Their Name,and were with That and Eafe, content. 
ABSA Nes Ah cre | f 3 How 
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; How eafie from my Vein had Satire flown, 

And Jefts as fat as fhe cou’d put em down Le 

_ But in thy’Reign, there’s hothing but Surprize, 

“And lifting up to Heav’n our Hands and Byes: 

q Paying our gratefal Thanks to Him, who bleft 

This Kingdom with the greateft King and Beft. 

- Thee to Admire, inceflantly Pm forc’d, 

And Satire and the Mufe are now divorc’d. | 
ve ow no Malice, when I write, no Spleen ; | 
"| My Cenfure’gvanith’d, and P'vechang’d the Scere. 

Thy Virtwes Lewis all my Thoughts engage, - 

- And, in thy Favour, I forgive the Ae. 

3 Now with erected Head, * Brebeuf appears, 

Fa No Critic apprehends, nov-Satire fears. 

f The crond of Authors now renounce the Rules, 

And Nonftnfe ev'ry where’s advanc’d by Fools. © © 
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‘To Epic Bouma. they Pi BON vier es 
To Speeches Academic, and Eifays :_ ca Aaa 
Perrin his Gift, may as he’s pleas’ difplay, wet ee 
And the French Stage to Pradon be a Prey. | a 
While I {ach Writers.and their Works negle?, 5 
| And the*buge Volume of thy Deedscolle®. 
_ This fhou’d the Mofes only Bufinefs be, a 
She Minds, fhe Hears, and nothing Knows, but Thee, 
Yet by no mercenary Zeal’s infpir’d, | hs 
Nov with mean Views of Partial Favour fir’d. ee 
Thou know ft, fhe cou’d not fuch vile Ends endure; 
» Her Paffion’s Chatey. and her Devotion pure. 
Before. Thy Bounty fought me, *twas the fame ; . 

I barn’d to Write, nor con’d { hide my Flame. 
Thee only I adthired —— “s 
This, I with Pleafure faid a thoufand Ways, 

. And ev'n in Satire’s Bofom learnt to Praife. 
Since with thy Gifts Ll have been over charg’d, 
Have they, my Poems, or my Zeal enlarg’d ? 






No, fhall I fay it, Ott a jut Remorfe 
Het chooks the Flame, and ftopt me in my Courle. a 
eh ee eee eee Mc- — 
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4 Eo. the Gm dinette they were Bere: ry eT 
/ ro paid, and that diminifhes'the Price; © 
3 For Praife to Zeal fhould’ only owe its Rife. 
The World will, when 4 write, I fear, conclode, 
a My Tranfports only flow from’Gratitude.. 
~ Lefs with Futurity my Works will Weigh, 

‘And Your Fame fuffer, SIR, becaufe You Pay - 

But fince You’re with this proud Remorfe difpleas’d; 
__ YT) ftrive to Conquer: it, and do my beft. | 
: ~ Vf All-your Bounty. has inrich’d fhou’d Plead 
This vain Excnfe to ev’ry Glorious Deed ; 





Who'd to Pofterity Thy Fame convey, 
And o'er the fature World Thy Deéds difplay. 
- . Ob\ rather with redoubled Notes fets fing, 
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Tune ev'ry Harpy and touch each trembling String. 
My Zeal, the want of Genius; fhall {apply ; 

As Horace did before me, fo will I. 

With Vapours He, as well as I, was vext, 

And with a double Mufe alike perplexc. 

He vented on his. Paper, oft his Spleea, 

Ag Fine was his Praife, and yet bis Satire een. 
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Him, make vies votre ale 5 af ae ME Bt a 
Calliope provok’d, may bemy Friend, By | s 
| As ready, as ‘fhe did his Call attend. 2 ~ ie 4, 


That- Hand which * Tullin’s Follies cou’d proclaim, 
‘And magk Tigellius + with Immortal’Shame; . 
“Con’d move fair Glycera with tender Lays, 
And ftrike the founding Lyre in.Cefar's Praife.. 
Follow his bright Example. Can’ft thou find, 

O Mufe a Better, to improve thy Mind? 

Thus.to my felf, 1 fay, and take the: Lyre; 
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Strike the rebounding Strings,and to his Song afpire, ' a 
The Rocks methinks are lift’ning when J play, - 
And. Dancing Woods my pow’rful Notes obey; i 
My Verfe comes flowing like a mighty Stream, = 
When Horace ismy Guide, and Lewis is my Théme F ay 

“ Hold--- Hold-- | hear the Reader ery, "tis true ; a 

“* Horace had many Gifts, but, Whatjhave you? ; 
-—@ Bor you, pray, What has niggard Nature done ; ‘ 
"What are your Talents, that fo fa you rn 2s t 5 
ye) 4 | , Eva 3 
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+: A famous Mujician, very much efteem*d 17 bi Time, and a 
wg rego nan er rani ‘Sot 









; ares fay to fach Rebukes as chefe? 

I find they may confound ine. thus. with Eafe: 

ok 1 t SIR, I hhou’d your\\Deathlefs Glory wrong, 
fod raife more Cenfures on my: daring Song, ;,.~ 

bs top at once, Admire And hold my Tongue. . 
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Infcrib’d to the Right H atti rable ; ‘. 
~The Lord Chancellor. - ~ 
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C How foolith wou’d that Author be, 


Who brought falfe Praife and Blattery to thee, z a 
Who from the Tygrés to the Thames wou’d bear. a 
Thy Name, to catch Thee im the Poet’s Snare eer os ‘ | 
Thy fearching Judgment wou'd the Fraud defpife,, : 


And breaking thro’ the Net the-Cheat chaftife. ~ 
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Par 18, thofe, ; 
on ‘ ‘ut be fes a . ‘ 
“Who veka w rich a | Songlter’s foothing, Lies, | 
Delight t to hear him mi to the Skies: 

And never think themfelves fo highly eracid, 

As when in Durfey’s Upper-Story pee : 

Such fulfom Panegyricks you deteft;—--~ - - 

~ Yet wou’d not fullenly refufe the beft. 

F Nor, like fome furly Politicians, fpers ) | 






 . The Hand that brings it, and his.Zeal return 
: ; With lond Reproaches, or with filent Scorn. 


_ Praife thon'¢ be Fine, and delicately Writ; 

4 * The fame that you, and fuch as you permit. 

4 ~ When from the modeft Bards officious Song, 

There rifes no Perfume which fmells‘too ftrong. 

it A Novice, of his’ Incenfe too profufe, 

“4 < Will oftén, thofe he wou'd commend; abufe ; : 
r With borrow’d Wreaths his Hero’s Temples grace, 

4 Give 2 Back: vig and ftrike him in the Face. 
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“cu male fi palpare, recalcitrat undique tutus.” 
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| Of Villeroy’s sigtty alge bs Bex: 
And Leak retreating from fhe bold Tholoufe : 
Of Mordaunt beaten, and Eugene deceiv'd, 
And Brabant by Bavaria reliev’d. 

” A Man of Worth, who is hilelf fiacere, 
No counterfeit Applaufe will deign to hear: + 
Asif fome wretched Author fhou’d pretend, “a 
Your Deeds of Arms and Triumphs to commend, ges 


Inftead of Painting your unweary'd Zeal | “H 
For Anna’s Service, and your Country’8 Weal, | if 7 
Your'Wifdom, Vigilance, and folid Senfe, am 
Your Equity and charming Elcquence, ey 


, eS 
Your Learning and your Love of Arts. Suppofe,. _ | 


e 
— 
* Like Mars, he drew you driving on your Foes; > a ‘ee 7 
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Like Alexander at the Granic Flood, a 
Or ftern Achilles ftain’d with Trojan Blood nm ae 4 
i tk | F . 


7 Horace, Lib. I. Epift. XV1. ad Qvintum, Ver, ae 
Si quis bella tibi terra pugnata, marique 
Dicat, & his verbis vacuas permulceac aures : 
_. Tene magis falvum populus velit, ao gorges tu, 
‘Servet in ambiguo qui Be eonfalit & tibi & urbi 
Vs Jupicer, Augafti laudes aguofcere poffis. 
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Show'd be a tab'ring Hercules defign, 
You'd cry, the Piéture’s farlbro’s, and not mine ¢ 
‘And fince the did fo ill her Patron chufe, * | 
~ Impofe eternal Silence on the Mufe. 
A noble Spirit with it felf content 
Like Beauty needs no Foreign Ornament; 7 
It fcorns by others Merit to be rais’d, 
OF for another’s Virtues to be prais’d. 
What, if a Coxcomb, who his Man miftook, 
a Shou'd fay, when Iam fick, How mell you look. 
"What Service wou’d it be? I ftill fhou’d feel 








3 , “The Fever, and be ne’er the fooner well. 

a Nothing bot Truth is lovely, nothing fair, 
_ And nothing pleafes us but Truth is there. 
T ruth hhou’d direst the Poets fruitful Vein ; ; 


/ In all Things, even in the Fable reiga ; 7 

B =, For Fidion, by: a Falfhood, _ well-defign’ 4, 
3 ~ Conveys fome facred Truth into the Mind , 
Or elfe ’tis Cold, ip pertinent and Vain, = 
a The Dream of a 2 diftem per’d 1 Poet’s Brains : 


* a : ; . Why, 
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Why, bat thar:tiarb with ev'ry Taltiagretes fads 
Shou’d Satire more than other Poems pleafe? ¥e ee 
Satire, whofe Numbers arg-not always Sweet, 
Nor Language Elegant, nor Jorn Polite; 
.B. For Reafom fhe’ll with rugged Rhymes difpence, 
| And never for the Sound negle& the Senje. 
| Trath reigns, and Wature ftill prevails o’er Art; 
§ | Tis that which ftrikes the Eye,and moves the Heart; 
In equal Scales fhe Good and Evil weighs, 
| And can’t a Scoundrel for a Cefar praife. — 
S A Satyrist, whofe Heart directs.bis Head, 
Writes only, what he to himfelf has fatd; 
And tho’ his Metre may be Good or Ill, 
| Inevry Couplet” there’s fome Meaning ftill. 
Tis by this Meaning that he makes his Way ; 
We with we cou’d the fame of Weitley fay 5 | 
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Of Heaps of idle Tales, and taking Plays, 
Of Sonnets, new Adventures, and Effays. 

- Where Readers by the Titles are mifled, ° 
. And much is often fpoke, but nothing faid. » 
4 Satire her felf, that thou’d be fo fincere, 
As well as: any other Mefe, may errs, 
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“Ig 1 kei tobe fen we feat,’ . 
“Leave Nature all of us, - Vizards wear: 


2 | Theat Sincere difpleate us oft by this, ¢ 
“And no Man dares.appear for what he is. 
} Yon Wighe, whom all that know his Weaknefs, fhun, ° 
| And fly him as they wou’d from Mifchief run; 
| ” who, when he fixes on a Perfon, ftays, 
’ Aad. Tattles till anothertakes his Place ; 
_> Has Senfe enongh, and is by Nature fad, 
* ; “As gay,,a8¢he Affects to feem, and glad; 
a “His Joy but rarely rifing from his Heart, 
| Obliges him to.over-af his Part: * 
He thocks you with Civility, as fuch 
‘3 Di fpleafe you moft, who ftrive to pleafe too much. 
| Nature by Kedy and by Art isfpoil’d, 
: While ev’ry Thing. is charthing in a Child : 
| ‘ey Its little Tongue, fcarce loofend from its Place, 
a pie out its Thoughts, andwhat it Thinks, it fays 5° 


ok utters all its Sonl without Difguife, % 
| be Sato errs betimety se apeciaa es oo 
3 eae ene: 
hT Sy ; '*: | 
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Bat Falfhood neither pleafes nor informs: 


. Nature’s in all Things what we firft admire, ee 


Ry 


ra 


But Falfhood, be it ne’er fo fhe, will tire. ” 


: A Soul by Nature fullen and morofe, 


Ev’n pleafes, when its genial Bent it fhows. 


.Each Man, if taken in Himfelf, would pafs; 


’Tis when he Mimieks others, he’s an Afs.. 

His Air fhou’d always with himfelf agree, r 

Another’s only can offend in me. =~ 
When Dorsmant the generous and kind, 

The great and rich in all Things but his Mind ; 

Who for his lovely. Ignoraace was fam’d, 

Kept to his Talehts, he was never biam’d : iy ht 

He lately is a mighty Doétor grown,) : 

The firft and fierceft Critic in the Town; 


“Of Poems and of Poets too the Flail, ° 


And none without his Favour can prevail. 

Tis for the Mufic that he fees the Play, >. 

And vifits for the Verfe the Opera: 2 

He flies to Tamerlane to. hear thé Tanes, 

And for found Reafon to Arfince runs. Ea 
mee he } ae Thus if 


4s, 1S =, 






i: oes salon ae hey 


He ge will Judge, and ftill is in the wrong? 

ere to mend himtelf, himelf he'll fpoil 3° 

From an Original a Co} witet <a ;, | f 
> * Pride and affetted Knowledze, ‘lefs Advanbe a 


A Man’s Defert, than hamble Ignorance. | 
‘Truth, asit charm’d‘at firlt, will always pleafe, 

While Falfbood’s fading Pleafares quickly ceak. 
In vain a Mimic, or a Stage-Buffoon, 
Breaks his rade Jeft, aad Reads his lewd Lampoon 3 
_ Striving to make his lavith Patrons laugh, 2 
When their fall Bowls with filthy Mirth they quaff. | 
His vile Grimaces, and his beaftly Jefts 
* Mey ferve fome Country Squire’s drunken Feafts ; 
But take and prove him by himfelf, you'll find, 
His Wit and Worth were Impudence and Wind: 





Bring him to Reafon, and you'll fee him turn 
To Dirt, a gloomy Wretch below your Scorn. 
. Give me the Man who’s Witty, Gay, and Free, 
"Of whom we like the more, the more we fee; > 
~ Who lays Bis Bofom open to our Sight, a aes 
| or Virtue only cai can ash the Gen? Ne ; a 









K Wice thins the Day, au Sak the dy 5 Shade, iat 
_ Like Ghofts, aud Vizards,of the Morn afraid: © 
We learnt oor Thoughts, our Humours to difguife, ah 

» And loft the Freedom of oir Minds; by Vice. 

: Man in old Times by painful Labour liv’d, 

» And ne’er Deceiving never was Deceiv’d ; 






Ber Perjury was to the JVormam known, ©, 
And Nations were by Wiles and Words undone; ais 
No Sophift could by Logic then devife = 
A Secret to confound the Truth with Lies ; =) 
'« Nor Orator fo well his Words cou’d range, 
- As Falfhood into feeming Truth to change, ” 
| But Wealth and Plenty foon the World mifled, 

.. And Vanity by Idlenefs was bred. 5 
Man growing Rich, affe@ed to be Great, hae 
To fhine with borrow’d Airs, and live in State : 

~ Gay Dreffes, gilded Chariots, with e Trai 

| Commenc’d, and Vice began her gaudy Reign. 
‘, For Pearls the:Merchant fearch’d the Jndian Shore; 
_ The Rocks tor Rubies, and the Mines for Ore: » | 

* Silks on cheiL.oom: ig variogs Figures lie, | 

» And bi fdins the native Bye. ae: 

Some” by 39 . 
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P By Art, and to the Lily add the Rofe. i 
The plaifter’d Beauties hide their pale Difeafe, 

' ‘And make themfelves i handfom as they pleafe. * 

ne ThenCourts were fill’d withCrouds of cringing Slaves, ° 


i And Men were made, by Luft of Money, Knaves : ? : 

Thus Flattery abounding, and Deceit, | 

~ ‘The World became an univerfal Cheat. 

But of all Cheats, Apollo’s Sons the worft, 
Grew frail, and were infected with the firft : , 

The fpotlefs Paper they with Lies defil’d, wee 

And Truth’s pure Image by bafe Fi@ion foil’d : | % 
Odes, Stanza’s, Prologuer, Mercenary Lays, — ‘ 

‘Long Fultian Dedications, fill'd with Praife, a 

Where the kind, Here, who was ne’er in War, ts 

. Tho’ Squinting, or One-ey’d, was deem’d a Star. 

Not that by any Thing [ve faid, I ftrive, my 
The World of Praife unjuftly to deprive. 4 
Praife is the Life, the very Soul of Song, 

“The richelt Tribute of the tuneful Throng ; ct 
| The Mufes fweereft Pleafure, a and the beft, at + = Si 
Te you, Afr LORD, and fich as you addreft 5 es 
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~ Bat what a Man of Worth may peak or hears 


, - Arare Pegfume, whofe Aro 
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Where nothing oo falom foc the B 
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.Praife which on ‘virtaous AGions i is beftow'd, a ie 
Has in all Times with ie been allow'd bo i 


A. iS 


tic Smell. 
Invites the Reader to deferve as weli: 


. Tis only then offenfive, when apply’d 


To favour Vanity, or flatter Pride. 

But when you can a modeft Author traft, 

One who to Decency and Truth is jut ; 

You freely may his faithful Praifes hear, 

And nothing to offend your Virtue fear. | 

Nor need we feek for Virtues in the Skies 

To {peak your Worth, fo many ftrike our Eyes. 
The Glory You, ¢he Guardian of our Laws, ” 
Who hold the Scales of Justice with Applaufe : 

, Cou'd we apt ‘Words and equal Phrafes find, 


* 


“ » To tell the Wonders of your lab’ring Mind. 
+.  Con’d we your known Integrity relate, ; 
Or how a thoufand Ways you ferve the State: Nay 
1 _ How bravely i in the Breach you oft have ftood, | 

| “And bi Eagtion f for your Country’ sGood; 
see, qaee ee 
Bei : 
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i. Bra Marte whofe vioriogs Brow appears 


ae 


id Lefs dreadful to the Fc than Flatterers; on: 
Marl bro himfelf would not difdain to ke 


ae 
eat 


— Draughts of Blenheim, or of Ramilly Ce, 
Ge . Nor a bright Image of his Deeds difowa, 
BA By Rowe defign’d, or drawn by Adaifor. 
. But a dull Poet, who with fenfelefs Songs 
| Affaults him, and his mighty Conquefts wrongs ; ° 
~~ In vain his Fuftian Eulogies would bring, a 
And cry aloud---- Arms, and the Man I fing: “i 4 
ie With Scorn, he'd look upon the worthlefs Page, | 

, And fling it from him with judicious Rage. 

ES Thence falling to the Groom or Coachman’s Lot; 
/ Jt may a while be Thomb’d, and then Forgot. 
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Bh to the Public will meet\pith a great many Admirers : 
But I know very well, my\Cenfors will find abundantly 
wherewithal to exercife their Critici{ms , for evcry Thing 
9m "em is extremely, put to the venture, In the Firlt, 
“Uniler Pretence of condemning my own Works, J make 


\; own Elogium, and forget nothing that con’d be fad | 


‘to my Advantage. In the Second, I entertain my felf 
with my Gard’ner, upon trivial Matters; And in the 
Third, Tike upon me boldly ro determine the greateft and 
_ most sinportant Point in Religion, I mean, he Love of 
God: J therefore give my Cenfors a fair Occafion to at- 
» tatsha me, the Proud Poet, the Rude Peafant, and the 
 Prefumptuous Divine. However, as flrong as ther Ef- 
forts may be, 1 queftion, Whether they will {hake the firms 
- Refolution Inhave long fee taken, never to make any 
na ly. to whatever fhou'd be written against me, at leaft 
Wor to An{mer any One in a grave Manner. — ’ 
. And indeed,To what End fhould one needte/ly wate Paper? 
‘Fj m Epiftles are bad, all that 1 can fay will not make 
“em better : If they are good, all that can be urg’d against 
"em will not make ’em worfe. The. Public is not a judge 
Viable to be corrupted nor +5 it govern'’d by anothers Paffions. 


The effect all Critici{ms have . againft fuch Pieces as . 


pleafe, only helps forward their general Reception, and 
fhoms ‘the: Meric of *em the baal Tis effential to a 
— good Book to emeet with Cenfors, and the greateft Ds[- 


YP Dael brow bother the Three Epifiles I nbw prefene 


© grace cphich can happen to a Work, after. 'tis publifh'd, . 
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ys #5, not that abundance of People {peak ill of st, but shat-no 
Body [peaks of it at all, ms eS » 
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Epiltles are attack’d. .°Tss moft certain 
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“Reafon Ifpall not be in the leaft concermdy if 
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| T have been ata great deal of Bains about sonnei. 7 


a Work, as that whinde fei Deere Mf 4 
| of ood Senfe per u me, That thofe Two Epi- 
te, ba; in'the'pl pleajant Style, were however upon Meas 
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jetts, where nesbing was Taught but what was Virtiouss 
ond that their appearing with the other wou'd be fo far 


from leffening it, that they wou'd make even an able 


Variety , bejides at many Men of Worth a ‘Hoses : 
dafiring "ee Lasraadt, all es 1cow'd not bande forty 


refuse 7 {mall a Requeft, but readily 1g so A with their ty 


Demands, and thus t "Reader will find them together. 
Netwishft anding which, there being fome Rel 5 Pera _ 
fons, who may not Care to trouble themjelves wat wl ar 
werlation with my Gard’ner, and the Verfes to my 
Book, "sis fit J fhould give them Notice, That I have order’ 
the Laft, pes ma of the Love of God, to be % 
6,ast it feparately; and ral not nor* & 
/ vr Dy 82 that ‘E read no wore ae that, rie 
Sometimes ready to wilh, I had never wrote any other, thax 
that Piece tho’ tis likely 10 be the aft Poem I Laat 
write, My et for Verfe now begins to be exhauft 
and my Historical Employments will not afford me much 
Leifure for ere) a! 

This is all I bad to fay to the Readers, seine be- 
fore I finifh this Preface, it will not be improper methinks 
to fatisfy [ome ferupuleus People, who having no great 
Opinion of my Capacity in Theological Matters, ma que 
stion, es a Tadvance in my Xilth Epiftle” 
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set Uiketesle. chtertie 
one of the greateft Lip htsethe Church bas bad in thefe 
Ages, bad my Poem 4\long Time in his Hands; avd 

| p having read st frequently, he not only approv'd of . 
ee » but ‘wes willing J fhould pucbliff to tite Weld, that ' 
‘be bad done fo.{ In fine, To raife my Glory to tbe heighth, 
| ghar pious Archbifhop, in whofe Diocefs I bave the Happia 
» mefs to live, that great Prelace I fay, as Eminent for pis | 
earning and Virtue, as for his Dignity and Birth, whom 
the greareft King in the World, by a Choice vifibly infpsr'd 

>~ by Heaven, has given to the Capital City of bes Kingdom, 
te incourage Innocence, and deftray Error; In a word, 
sae my Lord Archbifhop of Paris conde/cended alfo carefully to 
examine that Epiftle ; and was fo kind,as to give me his 
Advice on more than one allege, which I readily fol- 
; | fow'd, and at last he granted me his Approbation,and phat 
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sith fuch Praifes, as equally ravifh'd and confounded we. 
~~ Fureber, Since fome have given out that my Epiftle 
pas only a vain Declamation which falls upon nothing - 
- Real, nar on any Notion which was ever advanced, I i 
9 obliga, in justice to Truth, to lay down what the Propofi- 
rion 4s thar I Oppofe , and to do it both in the Language 
and the Terms in which it is maintain’d, in more than one 
School. "Tis as follows: Attritio ex gehennz metu 
_ fisfficic etiam fine ulla Dei dileétione, & fine ullo ad - 
~ Deum offenfum refpedtu: quia talis honelta, & fuper- 
 matoralis eft.  Thss is the Propofition I Difpute, and 
 maintein tobe Falfe, Abominable, and more contrary to 
| True Religion, than Lutheranifm or Calviaifin’; yer it 
cannot be denied, but it has wae been maintain'ds may, — 
he. he oe fare Catechi/ms fa Warde thet come airy near 
‘ l , r STs = sf . yh 
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“WN vain, my MUSE, I bid you hold; invain. — 

‘: I ferive your daring Salliestoreftrain; 3 
Go; my tafe Labour, fince you can’t endure 
With me to languifh in a Life obfcure: 

Go, (fince you hate'to. be confin’d, and long 
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- =. 


At Barbin’s to Increafe the Paper throng ;) 
Your Guilty Leaves, Ambitious Libels! {pread : 
But with vain — your fond Ambition’s fed. ‘ 
You think, that Readers will be proud to ready 
‘And like your Elder Brothers, to fucceed ; 
‘Tho’ the weak Offspring of my Age, you hope, 
As well as they, to thine in Barbin’s Shop: 
. That from the People, you'll to Princes pafs, « 
i: “And equal Glory gain, and equalGrace; « 
That Court and Country will slike be pleas’d, a 
_ And Proverbs oon bemade of ev'ry Jeft. 
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youll frike, the Charm willbe fo fron; 
“Bu don’t deceive your Selves, tor tink find, oe 
The Court and come your Rhymes fo kind : 
~My. Spring of Wit'is ; my ¥ outhful Vein, 
d. you, my Mufe, fhall never Bloom again : 
Ser ever muft my Verfe again pretend, 
The Faults of Others to Reprove, or Mend- fi 
Se My Mufe, when Young, the French Parnaffus fway’ d, 
_ And with Gay Robes her pompous Verfe array’d. . 
A lawful Rage did then her Wit provoke, 

f i” ae juft Refentment pointed ev’ry Stroke. 

S “Sala before Reafon, the Indifted Rhyme, _.... 
pAvhen fhe no Folly footh’d, and. fpar‘d no Crime. . 
“when on Mankind, and on her Self} the fell, 
And thofe who felt the Lath, approv’d her Zeal: » 
The Reader pleas’d with my Impartial Rage, . 

- Forge his Wrath, and rob’d the, hated Pages, A 

_ When,the Jeft tickled him, he ftole the Line ; vs 
“And often Larded his. Difcourfe with Mine, ete, 
| ey “Bat now that Iam Old, and on my Head 
: ; pp oferta W Winters bas + been fhed ; Ye oe 
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- That Barbin will be throng’d ; “twill now be Strange, 


° XCurfe d-old Age z (in vain you'll then exelaim) 


fad ae Pee 4 sina: és: 
__ Purfue the wonted. Labour of my ae 3 ¥f, 
» Gaal then my Mufe, im your Fantaftic Whims, «— 
To hope the World will croud to buy your Rhymes;- 


If for your Ice, they fhou’d their Silver change, 
Oar brighter Days are o’er, our Honour’s patt, Ke 
And you’l] Provoke the public Scoff at laff. 
Soon your dull Efforts will rheir Jefts excite, 
And your felf Bit; who us’d fo oft to Bite 


* Your Author foon, the Fav’rite once of oa ? Cis 


Next Pinchene’s rand Liniere’s will find his Name." a 
And he who was to Regnier once prefer’d, 
To Perrin and Perrault will be compar’d. 





Has he then liv'd fo long for fo much Shame ? > 

You’) nothing from all Parts but Scandal hean, 

bea Affronts fhall a fhare., 
id + at bs esi 4 we 
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n i M2 Hi Tan 
* — are ato ety? 
He fearce tan £0, on © he Hopes to fiy. 2 
bs « His Pevafics fhou’d now the Race give ore?” 
; E He's Old and Weak, and thow'd be Rid no more, 
© Yeaft, his Wind broke, and ev’ry Limb unfound, 
2 He falls, and leaves his Mafter on the Ground. 
os You hear our furly Cenfors thus exclaim, 

And carping Witsin Shoals your Metre blame. 
“To Pieces they'll your Words and Numbers take, 
~ And Havock of your Artful. Figures make. 

| : _ ‘They'll by no means Hyperbole’s allow, 

Or will not faffer em at leaft in You. 

pe id you, as hideous Montfters rhey’ll abhor, 

> The Metonymie and the Metaphor ; 

x 3 ‘Big Words, tvhich Pradon will miftake to be . 

D The Cant and crabbed Terms of ctenetithansics . 
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| €6 nam Lift, Indowasighe Ritakry. it 

g. In vain avin. the Public, yo with Pride, * on 
A while iiay ktep your Ground, and ftem the Tide 
A While You in the Shop may ftand in vain 5 
You will not long the dang’rdus Poft maintain.» 9 
‘But to the Waréhoule dtiv’n, and there forgot, — ty : 
With * Regiilus and Pyratous you'll Rot. 0 


Or at Thierry’s elfe remain at Eafe,) ar Bh 













With Hayneude’s Meditations and Buzee’s: ‘ee 
At lafe in Melancholy Tatters fall, 9 ( § oy a | 
The Lumber of fome Broker’s dirty Stalb;. |. /-- 


| Where all th’ Affronts that + Yonaimet, yo 
And be'the Rabble’s Study in the Street. is 4 
But you defy ‘thefe Threats, and hope to tine, a 
In the faihe Rank with’ Corneille and Recives! isi = 
* ‘Their Verfe Immortal, you expe thedame'; va " 
But how jcail you ‘pretend to equal Fame? 
What right ‘to’ tiimorcaticy have you? 28 
Nomore--- I fee you “will your bent purfue > s a 
_ Go then > anid how ‘your Selves to Public Vi eed 
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JN i D ny ft Labonrs j joyn ; perhaps. their Fame .. 
se Masia you, ora Fakite, Author’s Name: 
ou may the better, for your Brothers, fap ; 
Bisa Their Merit who admire, your Faults may fpare. . 
ae You, as the Children of my Pen may find 
~ Some Readers ftill, and ew’n thofe Readers kind. 
3g You: with the reft, may ina Volume pafs, 
; And, what lam, be Hid by what i Was. 
iG 3 wry my paft Writings for my prefent plead, 
And you, my Verfe, fhou’d for my Sake be read ; 
|  Deferibe me, in Return, and let "em fee, 
: os not,the Man that I’ve been made to be. 
) - See, that with Care, thofe Features be effac’d, 
x with which my Pi@ure has been oft difgrac’d, 
; 5S ‘Tell all Mankind, what ¢’er my Foes have faid, 
not fo Black at bottom, as ’'m made: 
| That.he, who has for Railing been say, 6 oo 
is in the main, Plain, Equitable, Mild ; shh 
se, \ Friend to Truth; Nor did he ever write | 
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And the Sincerity he lov’d, he taughe:. cs < 

. Say, tho by wretched Rhympers teaz'd, his Pen, | . 
When e’er it lafh’d the Poets, fpar’d the Men. 
Testy his Verfe, but it was ftill Difcreet , 
\/ And Sow’r as it may feem, his Look was Sweet. : 
- In Body weak ; not fhort, nor yet too tall ; 

Nor is he what the World volupruous call. 

Himfelf lefs Virtuous than he’s Virtue’s Friend, “4 

Yet will not dare his Frailties to defend. . Se 

Of you, my Verfe, if any fhou’d inquire, 

Or what my Fortune was, or who my Sire, 

Or how I led my Life, to thefe declare, 

My Father wd a worthy Regiffer. 

And higher ftill f my Defcent might draw, 

From thofe who Plead, and thofe who deal the L.aw. 
* From Magiftrates and Advocates [ came, 
Nor wiil you be Difhonour’d by my Name. 
Jyin the Cradle a dear Mother loft, . 
Nor long cou’d of a tender Father boaft. e 
His LofS in Four Biffextile Years } mourn’d, 


9 
And Loofe I, to the Wagld, too Young was tura’d. — A 
\ Vol. I. h By / 








: : 3} the fol Fat of my Geniiis: Jed, 

” Perfius ‘and Horace, 1 with Paffion read. 
 Fondof their Talent, I,thejr Manner chofe, | 

|. And high as Regnier a! 

F Tell "em, by Chance, I in my greener Agog +. - 





arnafjus rofe. 


» 
© To Court was brought, and to the Public Stage. 





- And from Permefis humble Banks remov’d, 
+ Amid the Great applauded and belov’d,' ¢ 
F J liv’d, and early faw my Works approv'd. 
f@eerevind. when the Mufe her lowly Shades forfook, 

h A flight Sublime with daring Wings fhe took. 


Tell ’em, that Monarch, whofe victorious Name, 


> 


| 
f To Monarchs dreadful, is fo dear to Fame, 
- «Me has employ’d, his Conquefts to Record, 
* And bid my honour’d Pen attend his Sword : 
To tel] to future Times the glorious Deeds, 


-_ + 
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Which he who faw ’em fcarce believing reads. 
' Tell ’em, your Author to the Great was dear, 
» And had in mighty Colbert’s Heart a fhare. 
Tell em, that now, tho’ he’s from Court retir’d, 
Weak in Two Senfes, and not oft Infpir’d ; 
a Yet is he not forgotten, itill the Great 


e Seek him, and pleafe themfelves with his Retreat. 
a More ~ 
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| “More than One Hero, whom his Werks Al cote | os. 
_ The Shade, he for his Labours chofe, frequent. ‘Wa % | 
' But moft, my Verfe, the woldring World farprize, 3 ’ 
. With this kind Inf’ence of my Friendly Skies, 
a Which over fhall in my Remembrance live, 
. “And grateful Praife, I'll where I owe ir, give.) ¥ . 
Say, tho’ I’ve lifted in my Friendly Roll by 
So many Writers of Jenatsus School, | 
That Learned Araauld fo efteem’d and fear’d «4 
By ev’ry good [Impartial Man rever’d ; - 
Who, his whole Science and reliftlefs Senfe 
Againft Them bent, appear’d in my Defence *. 


He jultify’d my Works, for me he drew , 
His Pen, and fet my Lanocence in view. ots 
This, on my future Tomb, my Verfe, proclaim, - eal 
And mine confirm by his Immortal Fame. 2 


: There Place your felves in Characters of Gold, 

Fly farther than young Ammon flew of old, 

The richeft Fa/per feck, and on the Stone, 

Grave my high Fate, and make his Goodnefs known. 
h 2 But 
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Ripe e Vide Mr, Arnauld’s Lesrerso Perrault Vol. 2. Pag 179. 
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But t hold? hes sw I et you, you're in hafte, 

Pik Barbint thinks in Words the Time we watte. 

My Caution, his Impatience deemstooflow, — = 
As forward he to fetch, as you to go. 


He comes ; ev’n now, he’s knocking at my “rates, 


‘ - 


a I hear him. You mult go, and try your Fate. 


” He waits. No more,my Mufe this Theme purfue ; 





= ‘For ever, now, Farewell; a Jong Adiew. 

% 
y 4 

rs t | 
Be & 
vex meet 

J R 
— «. EPISTLE 

a, ‘ 









EPISTLE 


~ Ig my GARD’NER | 


HOU as Laborious, as thy Mafter Kind,’ 
Who feems, to blefs thy Toil, by Heav’n 


defign’d. Py 
Thou datly doft thy grateful Task renew, ‘ 
To guide the Woedbine and the ruder Yew. . 4 
Thou Ruler of my Garden, who fo well, , ) ; | 
The Secrets of the Sylvan Art can’ft tell ; F 
Who at Autew:& with fuch Succefs has wrought, a 


And know’ft as Inuch as Ousntinse has taught. —| = 
* Oh, That my Reafon wou’d to Culture yield, ‘ 
* Astothy Hand, this fair Obedient Field, 

Why o’re my Faults can’t 1 as well fucceed, 

And root up ev'ry Thorn and ev'ry Weed ? , 4a 

h 3 _ Bor 

nS - 
* Horace, Lib. 1. Epift. XI¥. Ver. 4. fpeaks thus to bis Bailiff. 


Certemus, {pinas animone égo fortius, antu 
Evellas agro, & melior fit Horatius, an res. 
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(eg tense se se 
| But tell me, Aarbony, let’s argue; fay, 
* When from the rife to phe declineot Day, 4 


‘Thou the tharp Spade or watt’ring Pot doft ufe, 
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~-» Making the moft unwilling Soil prodace 5 4-——~ | 


; i‘ As to thy Laws, thou doft my Garden bend, 

4 ~ And on thy Charge with happy Care attend ; 

f What think'ft thou, when thon feeft thy Mafter 
4 mufe, 

When fixt, he Heav’n end Earth alternate Views; 
When with odd Gefteres to himfelf he Talks, 

| ' “And launching out by Starts, alone he Walks; 

"The Birds, which in his Allies Perch, he frights ; 
Then Anthony, What think’ft thou di his Wits? 
Att they not apt to fancy he’s poffeft, 





As Afaugss was, with Fifty Fiends at leaft ; 
Whole wond’rous Story thou fo oft haft read, 
_— And that fome Comjuring’s always in his Head. 
a, \ No,,n0; Thy Mafter, Thou haft furely heard, 
To be the Royal Chronicier’s prefer’d : 

- In Writing to fet down the mighty Deeds 

| - Of a Great King, whofe Prowels far exceeds 





t What — 






{ What e’re old Tales 


| And whofe high Wildom’s gyeater {till than theirs. hh 
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Of Charlemagne, and his Six Pair of Peers, = «> 


g, in our ae ; 


ie 


we. ', 
‘ 


| This in the Village thou’ft been told, and when 


Thur me mufe, believ’ft *tis for the Pen. 
That as I walk along this Wall, at once 


‘Pm routing the Allies, and taking Mons. 
What woud’ft thou fay, if thou fhoud’ft hear it faid 


— 
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He has quite other Matters in his Head ¢ 


' 
That he, who’s to Record for future Times, Ms bj 


- Saad 


The Conqu’ror’s Fame, is bufie now on Rhymes; 
And racking of his working Brain to find. 

Such as may give an Image of his Mind, ¢ 
And that the Braught is for thy felf defign’d. 
Thoud’ft cry, "my Mafter is a Doctor deem’d, 

** And as a Man of topping Parts efteem’d. 


* * He fometimes better than a Preacher-fpeaks ; 


** But to what purpofe thefe frantaftick Freaks ? 
“ He wou’d not with his Tales the tuneful Dbrufh 
“ Difturb, nor drive him from the peaceful Bath, 

** Were he to Exercife like me, to Sheer, 

c To Dig, to Plant, to-Gather, and to Rear ; 


‘- h 4 To 


! 
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“ I o fill one Pot as foon as tother’s ont, ; 

» ** To quench the Sands immeaforeable Drought ; 

) “ ToPrune, to Pale, and with incefant Toil, 
* Supply the Wants of the¢deficient Soil. 

E : 'T find, thou think’f{t, of us two, Anthony,¢-—— 

4 ‘That thou haft more Employment here than J, 

And that my Labour’s lighter here than thine ; 















© Bur fore thou woud’ft not change thy Work for Mine. 
Coud’ft thou a Day or Two, from Gard’ning free, 
yj ry how my Work wou'd with thy Head agree ; 
is Coud’tt thou become a Poet, and a Wit, 
| And ftand to Polifh what in Heat was Writ; 
t ~ Yo give the meaneft Things a noble Air, . 
To make the rougheft Smooth, the rudeft Fair ; 
4 - Pinks and Rofes out of Thistles raife, 

'.. Make Panegyric Blame, and Satire Praife ; 
a To grace with Elegance the pooreft Themes, 
Keep in due Bounds, avoiding all Extremes : 
a hort, to give a finifh’d Work fuch Charms, 
As may a * 4’ Agueffeau Content, or Termes. . 





) % Advocate-Generahe 
* me | 











In Town and Court, the niceft Judges pleafe. a 
. Soon weary of this Labour, pale and thio, 3 


‘And tann’d as if thou had’ft expos’d thy Skin, “3 
To twebty vernal Winds, again thou’dft take 
Thy Pot, thy Spade, thy Shovel, and thy Rake, 
‘And cry “ before I’d this Fatigue endure, 
“* Thefe Hands a hundred Acres fhou’d manure. 
** Ere with fuch Vifions I wou’d vex my Mind, 
** Be always fearching what I feldom find; 
** To joyn difcording Words together ftrive, 
** And in the Clouds in fearch of Shadow’ live - 
“ I'd rather in this Garden, fpend my Time 
“ In Digging, Than be forc’d to Pump for Rhime. pe ; 
Come you, who think ’tis fuch a Toil to Dig, 
Ill fhew thee what is Pain and what Fatigue : 
* And Lazy as | am, will let thee fee, , 


4 a AS 4 


How short in working Hard thon com’f{t of me: 
Man ne’er on Earth is free from Pain and Care,* 
Fe flies to Reft, and finds Fatigueis there; » 

Condemn’‘d to Labour in Repofe. * In vain, | | 
| Fond Hopes of Bafe poflefs the Poet’s Brain. 








“392«©0C CO EE PES TERE XE. 
© ‘The foothing, Sifters in'fome fofe Retreat; 
“Promifé that quiet which he'll never meet. 
; Sem the Shade, and by the drowfie Stream, 
_ Hel foon perceive the Reft he feeks, a Dream. 
. Tho” planted for his fake, thefe peaceful Wobds ; 4 
4 \tho’ Sweet, the Murmurs of the filver Floods, 
Yet there no Eafe is by the Poet found ; 
‘Rhyme, Cefure, Cadence, and harmonious Sound, 
_ With flowing Numbers, rich Expreffions fill 
dis Head with Care, and Labour with him ftill. 
_ Bollof their Charms, impatient to Enjoy, 
Raft he purfaes’em, and they fafter fly. 
| The nimble Fairies. leave him far behind, 
FE: And foon the weary’d Pocts out of wind. 
» He can’t howev’r from this Fatigue refrain, 
F -Pleafing himfelf with Trouble and with Pain. 
~ . While thus tormented, he is {till amos’d, | 
- ‘And Courting is not vex’d when he’s refus’d. 
- Bat fore of all Fatigues which Mortals know, . 
He’s moft Fatiga’d who knows not what to do ? 
"Who never Thinks, who never Studies, fuch 
_ As have moft Leifure, find they have too much. 
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* Of thefe his Houfe is full, and he’s o’re whelm’d 
_ With Tempefts, when he feems to be becalm’d. 


. The Slave of Indolence, whofe liftlefs Breaft ae 


- The fhameful Brood of [dlenefs controul 
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For who fo wretched as the fluggith Drone; | 
Whofe Curfe of Labour is, that he has none? _ Ve > 2 


A hated Calm enjoys, and tedions Reft ; 
\ 


Yet ev dthat Breaft is not exempt from Care, 
Luft lodges with her vile Retinue there ; 


With Pow’r unbounded his befotted Soul ; 
Defire, his Peace with racking Pain devours, 
And wakes his Tyrant Senfes fleeping Pow’rs, 
Thus of their Infamy the Sport he’s made, 

And Guilt with Terrour fills the confcious Shade. 
Hence is Remorfe, and all her horrid Train, 
And hence thf crvell’'ft Thoughts and keeneft Pain: , | 
Hence are the Gout, the Collick, and the Stone, , 


* And Doétor, who’s himfelf a Curfe alone. 


He Labours on his Down, is Sawing Rocks, ° 


( So dreadful are his Pains ) and Cleaving Oaks. S 
; is. 
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* Boileau Names Three femons Phyficians, Guenaud, Rainflant, 
and Brayer. 
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c is Eavy then ee Fe sid he'd be Bleft, 
‘Con'd He, like Thee, when he has Lavour’d, reft. 
 Confefs then, Anthony,»with me conclude, 

_ That Labour for Repofe it felf is good. 

That He, who’s Strong and Active, tho’ Hés Poor, 
; ‘Lefs Pain and Care does in his Toil endure, 

> Than He who’s Rich, and who by Pleafures Charms, 
4 “Lies at full Leifure, in her wanton Arms. 

To Thee, J on this Head, two Truths will prove, 
, As manifeft as Day, as fure as Jove. 

| g The one, That Labour's neceffary, thou 





| © Wilt this, -from what before is faid, allow ; 
a And well we may to all Mankind maintain, 
. Thar Work 1s move a Pleafure than a Phin: 
’ The other, That xo Guilty Soul's at Eafe 5 
by And what can’ft thou Objeé to Truths like thefe ¢ 
a de few-\Words to Thee, I’ll make appear, 
p For Nothing’s more convincing, or more clear. 
Come follow then—— But thou begin’ft to Gape ; 
* the mention of my Sermon tempts a Nap : 
Thy Head is on thy Breaft, thy Eyes are clos’d, 
And thou ’rt as well, as in g Pew repos’d. 









pe 


_ "Tis Time for me to End, befides, I fee, as a 


~Where’s Anthony, that he’s not here to Day? 





al 


Yon Melons, with Impatience, wait for Thee. 
The Flowers, methinks, to one another fay, 


Is it she"Wake ? or for fome new made Saint, 


Do we our Drink fo long, tho’ thirfty, Want ? } 
- Something’s fall’o out, or, Why has he forgat 
To Handle, as he’s wont, the wat’ring Pot ? 4 
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EPISTLE XIL 


i: TO THE 


+i. - Abbot RENAU DOW. 









| ON THE 
LOVE of GOD. 
i SIR,you’re right,For All engag’d in Sin, 


2 Muft,with the Love of Ged, their Change begin. 
a c 
) Yet, with that fierce hot headed * Afonk’s good leave, 






» -The Fears of Hell, which guilty Sinners grieve, 
_ Are not th’ Effects of Vapour, nor the Force 
| Bo Fancy always, nor of vain Remorfe, 

- Whiei to th’ Almighty aggravates our Guilt, 
| © Bat frequently on folid Grounds are built. 
: To penetrate, they're proper, and prepare 
” The Way for Grace, which often Works by Fear. 
y Fear it does it’s faving Cure begin, 
Pik. at the Dpor before it enters ia. 
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ee * Martin Luther. 
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A Sinner, byt this heavy’ ay Motion led, 
Who onthe Holy Eacharif has fed, 4 
Finds oft, when he adores the Sacred Bowl, 





~ The Sperie fertile in his vary’d Soul : ‘7 


He fhinesapon him with Celeftial Lighe, 
And turns to Golden Day his Gloomy Night. 


* His Servile Fear is chang’d to Filial Love, 


His Body’s then below, his Soul above ; 

Eternal Wifdom, various Means contrives, 4 

And by the Demon, thus the Demondrives. , ~ 
But when a Sinner obftinately runs 

From Guilt to Guilr, and heav’nly Motion’ fhuns 5 

His frighted Soul, when Hell’s dread Horrors feéze, 

And his chill’ Veins with fruitlefs Terrour freeze im 

He looks on GoD as on a Judge fevere, 

And Love can ne’er be reconcil’d to Fear. 

With a Sons Eyes he can’t his Father view, 

Nor with glad Hope the promis’d Heav’n purfue; 

To live in Glory with the Saints above, 


Is weak, andcanin himnoPaflion move; » «© | 
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* Horace, Lid. J. Ep. XV 1. Ver, 5 2 
Oderunt peccare bon, *virturis amore, - 
Tu nihil admittes in te furmidine pene. 
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To live with GOD and his Eternal SON, 
Is faint; he rather Withes there was none. 
When Fear prevails, hg feeks the conscious Prieft, 

- And humbling at his Feet unloads his Breaft. 

» He’s then in hafte, his Errors to confefs, ,¢ / 


=a 


) But the Fit leaves him as his Fears grow lefs. 

) ASlave to Sin, he in the Tempter’s Chains, 

>. As tree as he believes himfelf, remains. 

Love, of our Sorrow is rhe trueft fign, 

_ , Of faving Penitence the Fruit Divine. 

| And let the Ign’rant what they pleafe pretend, 

- “To none but fuch as Love him Goa’s a Friend: 

4 To feek him, Fear difpofes us, “tis true, 

| And helps us on, when we that Seafeh purfue : 
But Love will, if our Fear is juft, fucceed, 

And our Hearts melt, when they with Sorrow bleed. 
~ Geafe ye Impoftors ; Ceafe your vain Difcourfe, 
Wor think your Abfolutsons are of Force ; > 





» Who Gill with fruitlefs, fatal Hopes, the Mind, 


© Ve proud Confeffors, who feduce Mankind, , 






"and fancy that your Pow’r is unconfin’d - 
No more your trembling Pemtents abufe, 
Nor with falfe Promifes their Faith amufe. : 
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And love a Sinner, tho’ he’s not belov’d. ce 
9 + 


Tell me, dear Renaudot, Can he, whofe Mind, 
While Hawn is in his Mouth, to Hell’s inclin’d, 
Who walks in the forbidden Road of Vice, 

“B’re by thofe Paths be led to Paradife ? 


wy 


Say, Will Formalities obtain the Prize ¢ 
Will a Few Sacraments fupply the want 
Of Grace, and farnifh out for Heav’n a Saint ? e 
Shall he among th’ Elect in Glory hine, 

Who Sips in Form fome confecrated Wile ? 

Will God in Heav’n the frightful Monfter fhow ? 

Seat by his Sid& among the Saints, their Foe, é 
And Love him there, who bated him below ”° 


Yet fome grave Dgétors, on their private Word, 


*Such Do@rine preach, fo dang’rous and abfurd ; 


Up by the Roots all Piety they pull, 


'_ And of falfe Chriftians thus the World is full :° 


Thefe call themfelves the only Good and Wilf, 
Thefe are the only Fav’rites of the Skies. 
Vol. I . i The 
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1 t Ladle Sius'thche,, the a Bleft ; 
Vand Hereticks, and Damn’d are all the reft ; 
‘Thefe are the Saints, and all who thefe oppofe, 
. To them are Rebels, and the Churches Foes ; 
| Tho’ the true Chriftian trembles when he es. 
~ Their daring, and abhors fuch Saints as thefe ; 
Afham’d to find how far the Fiend prevails, 
The Courage of the boldeft Chriftian fails : 
a Yet, when he woud their hated Crime reprove, 
4 And fhow them how they fhou’d their Maker love - 
/They dare not Speak the Truth with open Face, 
Or what’s too harfh they foften with Grimace. 
Shall we, like them, be Complaifant, and Sooth 
| Their Sin, and thall our Phrafe,like theirs, be Smooth ? 
No; let us rather without Fear, be free, 

And fall feverely on their Crimes, like Thee. 
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a Let’s td their Face their impious Boldnefs blame, 
- Excite their Terror, and provoketheir Shame : 
| ‘Open your Eyes, your dang’rous Error fee, 
SS Ye Bliod, and liftea to the Truth and mc: 
For ’tis lefs Terrible, as I can prove, 
Not Him to know, who Rules the Worlds above : : 
Not 





Than that be és to own, an’ that the whole * 
He form’d, and fills, and is its living Soul ; { 
. 


tet dare *ilert, that he will thofe approve, 


. “ Who think to pleafe him, tho’ they do not Love: 





“Such falfe, fuch fhamelul Chriftians, and fo vile, 
Who with foul Error facred Truth defile, 

Are worfe than Heathens who purfu’d the Right 
As far as Reafon held her Glimmering Light 
To Love the Truth, and not the Author know, 

Is better than if known to live his Foe. * 

But let’s explain our Selves; thus pious Zeal, 
Which { by Ff€ar wou’d have a Sinner feel, - 
Is not the Joy with which a Saint is bieft, - 
When heav’nly Raptures fill his Holy Breaft. 
“Thofe Extafies, the Blifsin Heav’n prepar’d 

For Saints, their certain and their juft Reward, 

On Earth he taftes ; but-this is not what here ° 
Turge, the Love that comes at Firft by Fear 5° 

That Love of God creates Divine defires, 

But burns not always with fuch plea§ing Fires ; 

i2 | Not 


a ‘And fome believe they Love him when they Hare ; 
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Bot sales ease the Pleafure ; thofe 
“May Love him oft, who fear they are his Foes: 


r 


So doubtful to our Selves, the Chriftian State ' 


~ Some think their Leve is in a Flame, when chey 


Are Ice and Coldnefs in a Heav’nly way. 


_ And fome by Myftic Fancies made Supine, 
 Amidft their Sins believe their Love Divine. 


Deluded by their vain FantafticCharms, (warms, 
When Hell’s at Work, they think ’tis Heaven th 


"©. And that they God enjoy within the Devil's Arms. 


Wou'd you then know, if Faith begets your Fear, 


What lights your Fire, and when that Fire’s fincere ? 


2-you Obedient to his Precepts live, 

Freely your Foes, as he Commands, forgive, ? 

And to fubdue your fenfual Follies ftrive ¢ § 

Your Paffions do you tame, and to the Poor, 

Diftribute largely of your plenteous Store ? 

And to the Lord, the Good he gave return ? 

Is the Flame pure, with which for Heav’n you burn ¢ 

Do you obferve his Word, his Laws Obey, 

And in your Breaft thefe great Concernments weigh ? 
If 
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1f thus you prove your felf ; the Path vations 


Fove on, and be aflur’d your Love is True: Re 
Who Aits fincerely, as my Laws require, a 
loves me, and with the Love thar J defire, : 


ays God himfelf ; Go on, and Love hinvwtill, 
And fhow it by fubmitting to his Will. 


‘Let no vain Doubts alarm thee ; for the fame 


Will oft Difturb the moft Seraphic Flame. 

Go on, Run after Him, who feeks fhall find » 

And let no frightful Cares diftraét your Minde 
Fight the good Fight of Faith, and win the Prize, 
And always keep God’s Law before your Eyes. 
The farther ae your Heart he feems, the more 
Strive you to ftop him, and his Grace implore. 
But don’t that horrid Blafphemy maintain, 


Nor let falfe Teachers o’er your Confcience reign 5 


Don't think, if you frequent the Sacred Feaif, 


That the dread Wafer, or the Reverend Pries#, 

That God himfelf, (let who will take Offence,) : 

Can with the Love we owe to Him Dilpenfe. * 
To which thefe mighty Dodtors will reply, 


If e’re a Chriftian Soultd Heav'n can fly ; 
i 3 It 
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Sar Love of (God is AN; in All, What need 
The confecrated Cap, or Myftic Bread? 
| If Love muft firft affe@ the Chriftian’s Soul, 

) ; What need the Holy Font, or Heav’aly Bowk? 
_ Why with Baptifmal Waters are we wafh'd oe 

> Why with the Chriftian’s Feast our Souls refrefh'd ? 
| What! Have the Sacraments their Virtue loft ¢ 

/ And Ulelefs are the Water and the Host? 

© Oh! What a Noble Argument ? How full 

f of Truth? How worthy of ovr Doétor’s School ? 
| ~ When Love Divine is kindled in our Breaft, 
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> Does not that Love create aud fire the reft? 
‘ Does not that Love in Chriftians pre-fuppofe 
_ The bleft Effeéts of their Baptifmal Vows 2 
How can a Heathen, who Ove God believes, 
To Chrift belong, till he 4is Seal receives ; 

} Till he afpires to be Baptiz'd, and how 

y | Can ne Repent, who don’t his Sins avow ? 
He, who has at the Fonr receiv’d the Seal, 

Br Maft to the Church his hidden Guilt reveal: 
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Or vain will be his Sorrow, vain his Tearsy 
And vain, for they ne’er end in Love, his Fear <i 
When in the Tempter’s Bondage we remain, » ot 
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“The.Sacrament alone muft break the Chain. 


. 
FY din Lo%e Divine with greedy Thirf defires, 
ye 


o this it firft, as Heav’n enjoyns, afpires: 


But is it felf the Soul; without this Flame, 


We go from hence as Guilty as we came- 
Love is the Bafe, on which the Fabrick’s Built, 


ove leflens in the Judges Eye, our Guilt. 


When humbly Penitent, a Sinner ftrives, 


To reach thofe Heights at which he ne’ef arrives, 


GOD, what he wants, by bounteous Grace fupplies, 


Accepts his Will, and gives to Love the Prize: 


But nothing can the Want of this Excufe, 


Who covets not to Win, deferves to Lofe. 


' Tis Love thatin our Hearts increafes Grace, 


By Love wer’e quickn’d in our Chrifiian Race. = ¢ 


£ Faith, Virtues, Sacraments, are empty Name§, 


But where True Love, our Chriftian Zeal infizines. . 
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Bs! “What cam you. to a Truth fo plain Reply, 


Ye Doctors ? this is Fad, or Truth’s a Lye. 


Come, if I can, I'll ftill confound you more, 


4 - And prove, unlefs you Love, you can’t Adore. 
‘ip Fell me, What is’t you’d have us to Believe ? 
| Do we, Abfolv’d, the Holy Ghoft receive ? 
/ Is he, or is he not, within ws, fay ¢ 


— You're fure to be confounded either Way. 


For if be’s in ws, wou'd he not Infpire 
This Heaw’uly Flame, his own Eteraal Fire ? 


And if he’s not, why then we ftill remain, 


To Satan slaves; for what fhou’d break the Chain ? 


Confefs then, Love muft crown our Fah, ana ne'er 
Pretend to give that Holy Name to rear, 

Fo the bafe Terrors which we often find, 

By Guilt created in a Sinner’s Mind. 

Be juft to Reafon, don’t refift it’s Light, 

Sach Terrors never Eafe the Minds they fright. 


_ The ‘Warmth that juftifies, by God is fen, 
_. And, tho’ ‘tis Joylefs oft, and Difcontenc ; 
Yet tis that Zeal, that Fire of Holy Love, 
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With which the happy Spirits burn above.- 


And 
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And when our Laft, our tatal Moment, contiesy: 7 a 
When God our Souls to endlefs Dwelling dooms: | we 
I&with this Zove we are not found, our State haa 

ae for then to Love will be too late. . 
y* Arpements fo juft, fo clear fubmit, e 


2° And think not to evade ’em by your Wit. 


That Sophiftry with Reafon can contend ; 

Bat your proud Hearts to Truths Conviction bend. 
Do’nt think you can deftroy this Sacred Rule, 

Or hide it in the Errars of the School. 
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In a Believer’s Eyes this Love will thine, 

And the bright Fiame appear with Rays Divine. 
Know, that the Glory which In Heav’o’s prepar’d | 
For fuch, thail there this Love alone Reward: 


But never fhall the trembling Slave, whofe Breaft, 






By cold Remorfe, or abject Fear’s pofleft , 
None to thofe blifsful Maafions fhall arrive, 
Whofe Love like ABELY’s is * Negative. 











* A wretched Defender of falfe Attrition. 





SPs. & BoB Am 
But hold, SIR ; Why, in this Dogmatic Tone ? 
Methinks I hear fome proud Scholaftic‘Drone ; 
* Pray, What Pretence have you, fuch Points as *iefe 
* To treat, be crys? Where took you your Degrees? 
* Fine Work; you with fach facred Subjtés make, 
© From whence did you this Holy Learning take ? 
© Who lent you all this Light ? fo vaft a Stock, 

* You from at leaft Two hundred Authors took. 





What need,Grave SIR,fuch mighty Helps, to prove 
We're bound the Author of*all Good to Love? 
That ev’ry Man, a Chriftian Man much more, 
Him ought to Love, and Him alane Adore. 
From Him he did his forfeit Life receive, 
He dy’d himfelf that he again might live. 
What need fuch Helps fo plain a Troth to know 
Him we fhou'd Love, to whom fo much we owe ? 
Does this a Doctor’s reverend Cap demand ? 

So crabbed this, fo hard to anderftand ? 
And are fuch knotty Points deny’d to all, 
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_ Bot whé are well acquainted with Du Fal 7 
“Moft ali who mention it be reckon’d rath, 

» Unilefs they have a Warrant from Gamache ? 
x& Un- 


